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of the deck to another, for some time checked all profi- 
table communication. Their only friend in this conflict 
of the elements, was the lightning (unhappy, indeed, the 
situation in which lightning can be welcomed as a 
friend) ; but its vivid and forked flames, darting down 
upon every quarter of the horizon, enabled them to per- 
ceive their situation: and, awful as it was, when mo- 
mentarily presented to their sight, it was not so awful as 
darkness and uncertainty. ‘To those who have been 
accustomed to the difficulties and dangers of a sea-faring 
life, there are no lines which speak more forcibly to the 
imagination, or prove the beauty and power of the Greek 
poet, than those in the noble prayer of Ajax. 


«“ Lord of earth and air, 
O king! O father! hear my humble prayer. 
Dispel this cloud, the light of heaven restore ; 
Give me to see—and Ajax asks no more. 
If Greece must perish—we thy will obey : 
But let us perish in the face of day !” 


Oswald gave the helm to two of the seamen, and 





with his knife cut adrift the axes, which were lashed 
round the mizen-mast in painted canvass covers. One 
he retained for himself,—the others he put into the hands | 
of the boatswain and the second mate. ‘To speak so as 
to be heard was almost impossible, from the tremendous | 
roaring of the wind; but the lamp still burned in the | 
bittacle, and, by its feeble light, Captain Ingram could | 
distinguish the signs made by the mate, and could give | 
his consent. It was necessary that the ship should be 
put before the wind, and the helm had no power over) 
her. In a short time the lanyards of the mizen rigging | 
were severed, and the mizen-mast went over the side, | 
almost unperceived by the crew on the other parts of the | 


deck, or even those near, had it not been from blows re- | 
ceived by those who were too close to it, from the falling | 
of the topsail-sheets and the rigging about the mast. | 

Oswald with his companions regained the bittacle, and | 





CHAPTER IV. 
THE LEAK. 


The wreck of the foremast was cleared from the ship; 
the gale continued; but the sun shone brightly and 
warmly. The Circassian was again brought to the 
wind. All danger was now considered to be over, and 
the seamen joked and Jaughed as they were busied in 
preparing jury-masts, to enable them to reach their des- 
tined port. 

“T wouldn’t have cared so much about this spree,” 
said the boatswain, “if it warn’t for the mainmast; it 
was such a beauty. ‘There’s not another stick to be 
found equal to it in the whole length of the Mississippi.” 

“ Bah! man,” replied Oswald, “ there’s as good fish 
in the sea as ever came out of it, and as good sticks 
growing as ever were felled ; but I guess we'll pay pretty 
dear for our spars when we get to Liverpool—but that 
concerns the owners.” 

The wind, which, at the time of its sudden change to 


the southward and eastward, had blown with the force of 


a hurricane, now settled into a regular strong gale, such 
as sailors are prepared to meet and laugh at. ‘The sky 
was also bright and clear, and they had not the danger 
of alee shore. It was a delightful change after a night 
of darkness, danger, and confusion ; and the men worked 
that they micht get sufficient sail on the ship to steady 
her, and enable them to shape a course. 

“ T suppose, now that we have the trysail on her for- 
ward, the captain will be for running for it,” observed 
one who was busy turning in a dead-eye. 

“Yes,” replied the boatswain ; “and with this wind 
on our quarter we shan’t want much sail, I’ve a notion.” 

«“ Well, then, one advantage in losing your masts— 


you haven’t much trouble about the rigging.” 


“ Trouble enough, though, Bill, when we get in,” re- 
plied another grufily : “new lower rigging to parcel and 


for some little while watched the compass. The ship|sarve, and every block to turn in afresh.” 


did not pay off, and appeared to settle down more into | 
the water. Again Oswald made his signs, and again | 
the captain gave his assent. 
daunted mate, clinging to the bulwark and belaying-pins, | 
and followed by his hardy companions, until they had | 


«“ Never mind, longer in port—I’ll get spliced.” 
«“ Why, how often do you mean to get spliced, Bill? 


Forward sprang the un-| you've a wife in every state, to my sartain knowledge.” 


, 9? 


«“T arn’t got one at Liverpool, Jack 
«“ Well, you may take one there, Bill; for you’ve been 


all three gained the main-channels. Here their exposure sweet upon that nigger girl for these last three weeks.” 


to the force of the breaking waves, and the stoutness of | 


the ropes yielding but slowly to the blows of the axes, you're all wrong there, Jack. 


« But she won't do for harbour duty : and the fact is, 
I:s the babbies [ likes— 


which were used almost under water, rendered the ser-|I likes to see them both together hanging at the niggers’ 


vice one of extreme difficulty and danger. 


The boat- breasts. I always thinks of two spider monkeys nursing 


swain was wasted over the bulwark and dashed to two kittens.” 


leeward, where the lee-rigging only saved him from a 


«“T knows the women, but I never knows the children. 


sudden change in their countenances could not have been 
greater than was produced by this appalling intelligence. 

Heap upon sailors every disaster, every danger which 
can be accumulated from the waves, the wind, the 
elements, or the enemy, and they will bear up against 
them with a courage amountirg to heroism. All they 
demand is that the one plank « between them and death” 
is sound, and they will trust to their own energies, and 
will be coufident in their own skill: bat spring a leak, 
and they are half paralysed ; and if it gain upon them 
they are subdued ; for when they find that their exertions 
are futile, they are little better than children. 

Oswald sprang to the pumps, when he heard the ecar- 
penter’s report. « Try again, Abel—it cannot be: cut 
away that line; hand us here a dry rope-yarn.” 

Once more the well was sounded by Oswald, and the 
results were the same. “ We must rig the pumps, my 
lads,” said the mate, endeavouring to conceal his own 
fears; “half this water must have found its way in her 
when she was on her beam-ends.’ 

This idea, so judiciously thrown out, was caught at 
by the seamen, who hastened to obey the order, while 
Oswald went down to acquaint the captain, who, worn 
out with watching and fatigue, had, now that danger was 
considered to be over, thrown himself into his cot to ob- 
tain a few hours’ repose. 

“Do you think, Bareth, that we have sprang a leak ?” 
said the captain earnestly ; “ she never could have taken 
in that quantity of water.” 

“ Never, sir,” replied the mate; “ but she has been so 
strained that she may have opened her top-sides. I trust 
it is no worse.” 

“ What is your opinion then ?”’ 

“Tam afraid that the wreck of the masts have injured 
her : you may recollect how often we struck against them 
before we could clear ourselves of them; once particu- 
larly the main-mast appeared to be right under her bot- 
tom I recollect, and she struck very heavy on it.” 

“ Well, it is God’s will: 
we can,” 

When they arrived on deck, the carpenter walked up 
to the captain, and quietly said to him, “ Seven feet 
three, sir.’ The pumps were then in full action; the 
men had divided, by the directions of the boatswain, 
and, stripped naked to the waist, relieved each other 
every two minutes. For half an hour they laboured 
incessantly. 

This was the half hour of suspense: the great point 
to be ascertained was, whether she leaked through the 


let us get on deck as fast as 











top-sides, and had taken in the water during the second 
gale; if so, there was every hope of keeping it under. 


watery grave. Unsubdued, he again climbed up to |Its just six of one and half-a-dozen of the other, an’t it,| Captain Ingram and the mate remained in silence near 


windward, rejoined and assisted his companions. 
last blow was given by Oswald—the lanyards flew | 


The | Bill ?” | 


«“ Yes; like two bright bullets out of the same mould: 


through the dead-eyes—and the tall mast disappeared in I say, Bill, did any of your wives ever have twins !” 


the foaming seas. Oswald and his companions hastened 


from their dangerous position, and rejoined the captain, double pay.” 


who, with many of the crew, still remained near the | 


wheel. The ship now slowly paid off and righted, | standing under the weather bulk-head listening to the 
In a few minutes she was flying before the gale, rolling |conversation, and watching the work in progress, “ we | 


“No; norI don’t intend, until the owners give us 





« By the bye,” interrupted Oswald, who had been 


| 


1 


the capstern, the former with his watch in his hand, 
during the time that the sailors exerted themselves to the 
utmost. It was ten minutes past seven when the half 
hour had expired; the well was sounded, and the line 
ezrefully measured—seven feet six inches! So that the 
water had gained upon them notwithstanding they had 
plied the pumps to the utinost of their strength. 

A mute look of despair was exchanged among the 


heavily, and occasionally striking upon the wrecks of may just as well see if she has made any water with all! crew, but it was followed up by curses and execrations, 
the masts, which she towed with her by the lee-rigging. | this straining and buffeting. By the Lord! [ never) Captain Ingram remained silent, with his lips compressed, 


Although the wind blew with as much violence as thought of that. 


Carpenter, lay down your adze and 


hefore, still it was not with the same noise, now thatthe sound the well.” 


ship was before the wind with her after-masts gone. 


‘Fhe carpenter, who, notwithstanding the uneasiness 


“Tt’s all over with us!’ exclaimed one of the 
“ Not yet, my lads; we have one more chance,” said 


Oswald; “I’ve a notion that the ship’s sides have been 


men, 


The next service was to clear the ship of the wrecks of of the disinasted vessel, was performing his important} opened by the infernal straining of last night, and that 


the masts ; but, although now all assisted, but little could share of the work, immediately complied with the orders. | 


| 


she is now taking it in at the top-sides generally: if so, 


be effected until the day had dawned, and even then it He drew up the rope-yarn, to which an iron rule had we have only to put her before the wind again, and have 


was a service of danger, as the ship rolled gunwale under. been suspended, and lowered down into the pump-well,/another good spell at the pumps. 


When no longer 


Those who performed the duty were slung in ropes, that nd perceived that the water was dripping from it, strained, as she is now with her broadside to the sea, 
they might not be washed away ; and hardly was it com- | Imagining that it must have been wet from the quantity | she will close all up again.” 

pleted, when a heavy roll, assisted by a jerking heave of water shipped over all, the carpenter disengaged the 
from a sea which struck her on the chess-tree, sent the rope-yarn from the rule, drew another from-the junk plied the carpenter; “however, that’s my notion too.” 


foremast over the starboard cat-head. 
Circassian dismasted in the gale. 


Thus was the lying on the deck, which the seamen were working up, | 
‘and carefully proceeded to plumb the well. 


He hauled 


“T shouldn't wonder if Mr. Bareth is not right,’ re- 


« And mine,” added Captain Ingram. “ Come, my 
men ! never say die while there’s a shot in the locker. 


lit up, and, looking at it for some moments aghast, ex- Let’s try her again.” And, to encourage the men, Cap- 
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iclaimed,“* Seven feet water in the hold, by G—d !” 


tain Ingram threw off his coat and assisted at the first 


If the crew of the Circassian, the whole of which were | spell, while Oswald went to the helm and put the ship 
lon deck, had been strack with an electric shock, the | before the wind. 
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ner in which she righted proved how much water there 
was in the hold. ‘The seamen exerted themselves for a 
whole hour without intermission, and the well was again 
sounder rht feet! 

The men did not assert that they 
longer; but they too plainly showed their intentions by 
each resuming in silence his shirt and jacket, which he 
had taken off at the commencement of his exertions, 

« What's to be done, Oswald 1” said Captain Ingram, 
« You see the men will pump no 
We are 


-_ 
: ld . | 
wouilt pump no 





as they walked aft. 
longer; nor, indeed, would it be of any use. 
doomed.” 

«“ The Circassian is, sir, 1am afraid,” replied the mate: 
“ pumping is of no avail; they could not keep her afloat 
till day-break. We must, therefore, trust to our boats, 
which [ believe to be all sound, and quit her before night.” 

« Crowded boats in such a sea as this!” replied Cap- 
tain Ingram, shaking his head mournfully— 

« Are bad enough, I grant; but better than the sea 
itself. All we can do now is to try and keep the men 
sober, and if we can do so it will be better than to fatigue 
them uselessly ; they'll want all their strength before 
they put foot again upon dry land—if ever they are so 
fortunate. Shall I speak to them?” 

«Do, Oswald,” replied the captain; “for myself | 
care little, God knows ; but my wife—my children!” 

“ My lads,” said Oswald, going forward to the men, 





who had waited in moody silence the result of the con-/seamen in the boat; shoving off to escape from the 
vortex. 


ference—* as for pumping any longer it would be only 
wearing out your strength for no good. We must now 
look to our boats; and a good boat is better than a bad 





ship. 
stick to the ship as long as we can. 
a will and get the boats ready, with provisions, water, 
and what else may be needful, and then we must trust 
to God’s mercy aud our own endeavours.” 

«“ No boat can stand this sea,” observed one of the 
men; “I’m of opinion, as it’s to be a short life, it may 
as well be a merry one. 
continued ine, appealing to the men. 


Several of the crew were of the same opinion: but} 





Oswald, stepping forward, seized one of the axes which | notwithstanding their exertions ; while the frantic mo- 


Jay at the main-bitts, and going up to the seaman whoj/t 
had spoken, looked him steadfastly in the face :— t 

“ Williams,” said the mate, “a short life it may be to} | 
all of us, but not a merry one; the meaning of which I 
understand very well. 


blood, or that of others, on my hands; but, as sure as|sel, 
there's a heaven, I'll cleave to the shoulder the first man | was veered round. 


who attempts to break into the spirit-room. You know |} 
I never joke. Shame upon you! Do you call your-|t 
selves men, when, for the sake of a little liquor now, 
you would lose your only cliance of getting drunk every 
day, a3 soon as we get on shore again? ‘lhere’s a time 
for all things; and I’ve a notion this is a time to be 
sober.” 

As most of the crew sided with Oswald, the weaker 
party were obliged to submit, and the preparations were || 
commenced. The two boats on the booms were found |f 
to be in good condition. 
ting away the bulwarks, that the boats might be launched | 5 
over the side, as there were no means of hoisting them |f 
Nine feet water in 


out. The well was again sounded, 


sea, also, which, at the change of wind, had been cross, 
appeared to have recovered its regular run. All was 
ready ; the 


with fresh hopes at the slight change in 
from the decrease of the wind. The two boats were 
quite large enough to contain the whole of the crew and 
passengers; but, as the sailors said among themselves, 


(proving the kindness of their hearts,) « What was to|over the deaths, that news of that kind may not shock 
become of those two poor babbies, in an open boat for] you.” 


days and nights, perhaps?” Captain Ingram had gone 
down to Mrs. Templemore, to impart to her their melan- 
choly prospects ; and the mother’s heart, as well as the 
mother’s voice, echoed the words of the seamen, “ What 
will become of my poor babes?” 


It was not till nearly six o’clock in the evening that] about, sir,—the 


all was ready : the ship was slowly brought to the wind 
again, und the boats launched over the side. 





» 
~ 


thwarts to assist Judy, was thrown back into the bottom 
Sull, this gale and cross-running sea are rather|of the boat; and, before he could extricate himself, the 
too much for boats at present; we had therefore better/boat was separated from the ship, and had drifted to 
Let us set to with | leeward, 


seizing the tiller. 
ship was going down, now that they saw that she was 


What d’ye say, my lads?!’ |still afloat, got out the oars and attempted to regain her, 
but in vain—they could not make head against the sea 


Sorry [ shall be to have your| standing up, and holding out her arms towards the ves- 


ne party was employed cut-]green morocco easy-chair already tenanted by no less a 


paper that he did not hear his master’s entrance. 
the hold, and the ship evidently settling fast. ''wo hours] my ancestor, who fought on his stumps ! but I hope you 
had now passed, and the gale was not so violent; the|are quite comfortable, Mr. William; nay, I beg I may 
not disturb you, sir.” 


sailors, once at work again, had, in some |ternity, was a little taken aback: “I beg your pardon, 
measure, recovered their spirits, and were buoyed up|sir, but Mr. Jonathan had not time to look over the 


their favour] paper.” 


+ oy 
sir, 


where is it?” 


By this}soon caught the paragraph in which the rescue of the 


of water, and was expected soon to go down. 

There is no time in which coolness and determination 
are more required than in a situation like the one which 
we have attempted to describe. It is impossible to know 
the precise moment at which a water-logged vessel, in a 
heavy sea, may go down; and its occupants are in a 
state of mental fever, with the idea of their remaining in 
her so late that she will suddenly submerge, and leave 
them to struggle in the waves. This feeling actuated 
many of the crew of the Circassian, and they had al- 
ready retreated to the boats. All was arranged ; Oswald 
had charge of one boat, and it was agreed that the larger 
should receive Mrs. ‘T'emplemore and her children, under 
the protection of Captain Ingram. The number ap- 
pointed to Oswald’s boat being completed, he shoved off, 
to make room for the other, and laid-to to leeward, wait- 
ing to keep company. Mrs. T’emplemore came up with 
Captain Ingram, and was assisted by him into the boat. 
The nurse, with one child, was at last placed by her side; 
Coco was leading Judy, the other nurse, with the re- 
maining infant in her arms, and Captain Ingram, who 
had been obliged to go into the boat with the first child, 
was about to return to assist Judy with the other, when 
the ship gave a heavy pitch, and her forecastle was buried 
in the wave; at the same time the gunwale of the boat 
was stove by coming in contact with the side of the 


vessel, “ She’s down, by God !” exclaimed the alarmed 


Captain Ingram, who was standing on the boat's) 


« My child!” screamed the mother; “ my child!” 
“Pull to again, my lads!” cried Captain Ingram, 


The men, who had been alarmed at the idea that the 


ind wind. Further and further did they drift to leeward, 


her extended her arms, imploring and entreating. Cap- 
ain Ingram, who had stimulated the sailors to the utmost, 
verceived that further attempts were useless. 

“ My child! my child!’ sereamed Mrs. ''emplemore, 


Ata sign from the captain, the head of the boat 
The bereaved mother knew that all 
lope was gone, and she fell down in a state of insensi- 
vility. 

—<>—— 
CHAPTER V. 
THE OLD MAID. 


One morning, shortly after the disasters which we 
iave described, Mr. Witherington descended to his break- 
ast-room somewhat earlier than usual, and found his 


versonage than William, the footman, who, with his 


feet on the fender, was so attentively reading the news- 


‘“ By 


William, although as impudent as most of his fra- 


“Nor is it required that he should, that I know of, 


«“ Mr, Jonathan says, sir, that it is always right to look 


“ Very considerate, indeed !” 
“ And there is a story there, sir, about a shipwreck.” 
«“ A shipwreck! where, William? God bless me! 


“Tam afraid it is the same ship you are so anxious 
; I forget the name, sir.” 
Mr. Witherington took the newspaper, and his eye 





As the Cireassian rolled before the gale, the lazy man-|time the gale was much abated; but the vessel was full] two negroes and child from the wreck of the Circassian 


was fully detailed. 

“Tt is, indeed!” exclaimed Mr. Witherington ; “ my 
| poor Cecilia in an open boat! one of the boats was seen 
|to go down,—perhaps she’s dead—merciful God! one 
boy saved. Mercy on me! where’s Jonathan ?” 

“ Here, sir,” replied Jonathan, very solemnly, who had 
just brought in the eggs, and now stood erect as a mute 
behind his master’s chair, for it was a case of danger, if 
not of death. 

“I must go to Portsmouth immediately after breakfast 
—shan’t eat though—appetite all gone.” 

“People seldom do, sir, on these melancholy occa- 
sions,” replied Jonathan ; “ will you take your own car- 
riage, sir, or a mourning coach ?” 

“A mourning coach at fourteen miles an hour, with 
two pair of horses! Jonathan, you’re crazy.” 

“ Will you please to have black silk hatbands and 
gloves for the coachman and servants who attend you, 
sir ?” 

“Confound your shop! no; this is a resurrection, 
not a death: it appears that the negro thinks only one 
of the boats went down.” 

“Mors omnia vincit,” quoth Jonathan, casting up his 
eyes. 

“ Never you mind that; mind your own business. 
That’s the postman’s knock—see if there are any letters.” 

There were several; and, amongst the others, there 
was one from Captain Maxwell, of the Eurydice, de- 
tailing the circumstances already known, and informing 
Mr. Witherington that he had despatched the two ne- 
groes and the child to his address by that day’s coach, 
and that one of the officers, who was going to town by 
the same conveyance, would see them safe to his house. 

Captain Maxwell was an old acquaintance of Mr. 
Witherington—had dined at his house in company with 
the Templemores, and therefore had extracted quite 
enough information from the negroes to know where to 
direct them. 

“ By the blood of my ancestors! they’ll be here to- 
night,” cried Mr. Witherington ; “and I have saved my 
journey. What is to be done? better tell Mary to get 
rooms ready: d’ye hear, William? beds for one little 
boy and two niggers.” 

“Yes, sir,” replied William: “but where are the 
black people to be put?” 

“Put! I don’t care; one may sleep with cook, the 
other with Mary.” 

“ Very well, sir, I'll tell them,” replied William, has- 
tening away, delighted at the row which he anticipated 
in the kitchen. 

“If you please, sir,” observed Jonathan, “ one of the 
negroes is, I believe, a man.” 

“ Well, what then ?” 

“ Only, sir, the maids may object to sleep with him.” 
“By all the plagues of the Witheringtons! that is 
true ; well, you may take him, Jonathan—you like that 
colour.” 

“ Not in the dark, sir,” replied Jonathan, with a bow. 
“ Well, then, Iet them sleep together; so, that affair 
is settled.” 

« Arethey man and wife, sir?” said the butler. 

“ The devil take them both! how should I know? let 
me have my breakfast, and we’ll talk over the matter by 
and by.” 

Mr. Witherington applied to his eggs and muffin, 
eating his breakfast as fast as he could, without knowing 
why ; but the reason was that he was puzzled and per- 
plexed with the anticipated arrival, and longed to think 
quietly over the dilemma, for it was a dilemma to an 
old bachelor. As soon as he had swallowed his second 
cup of tea he put himself into his easy-chair, in an easy 
attitude, and was very soon soliloquising as follows :— 

“ By the blood of the Witheringtons! what am I, an 
old bachelor, to do with a baby and a wet nurse as black 
as the ace of spades, and another black fellow in the 
bargain? Send him back again? yes, that’s best: but 
the child—woke every morning at five o’clock with its 
squalling—obliged to kiss it three times aday—pleasant ! 
—and then that nigger of a nurse—thick lips—kissing 
child all day, and then holding it out to me—ignorant,as 
a cow—if child has the stomach-ache she’ll cram a pep- 
per-pod down its throat— West India fashion—children 
never without the stomach-ache—my poor, poor cousin ! 





’ 











what has become of her and the other child, too !—wish 
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they may pick her up, poor dear! and then she will 
come and take care of her own children—don’t know 
what to do—great mind to send for sister Moggy—but 
she’s so fussy—won’t be in a hurry—Think again.” 

Here Mr. Witherington was interrupted by two taps 
at the door. 


« Come in,” said he; and the cook, with her face as 


red as if she had been dressing a dinner for eightecn, 
made her appearance without the usual clean apron. 
“If you please, sir,” said she, curtseying, “I will 
thank you to suit yourself with another cook.” 
“ Oh, very well,” replied Mr. Witherington, angry at 
the interruption. 
“ And, if you please, sir, I should like to go this very 
day—indeed, sir, I shall not stay.” 
“Go to the devil! if you please,” replied Mr. With- 
erington, angrily ; “but first go out and shut the door 
after you.” 
The cook retired, and Mr. Witherington was again 
alone. 
«“ Confound the old woman—what a huff she is in! 
won’t cook for black people, I suppose—yes, that’s it.” 
Here Mr. Witherington was again interrupted by a 
second double tap at the door. 

“Oh! thought better of it, I suppose. Come in.” 

It was not the cook, but Mary, the housemaid, that 
entered. 

“If you please, sir,” said she, whimpering, “I should 

wish to leave my situation.” 

«A conspiracy, by heavens! Well, you may go.” 

«“ To-night, sir, if you please,” answered the woman. 

“This moment, for all I care!” exclaimed Mr. With- 
erington in his wrath. 

The housemaid retired; and Mr. Witherington took 
some time to compose himself. 

« Servants all going to the devil in this country,” said 
he at last; “ proud fools—won’t clean rooms after black 
people, I suppose—yes, that’s it—confound them all, 
black and white! here’s my whole establishment upset 
by the arrival of a baby—well, it is very uncomfortable 
—what shall I do !—send for sister Moggy !—no, I’ll 
send for Jonathan.” 

Mr. Witherington rang the bell, and Jonathan made 
his appearance. 

«“ What is all this, Jonathan ?”’ said he ; “cook angry 
—Mary crying—both going away—what’s it all about ?” 

“ Why, sir, they were told by William that it was 
your positive order that the two black people were to 
sleep with them; andI believe he told Mury that the 
man was to sleep with her.” 

“Confound that fellow! he’s always at mischief; you 
know, Jonathan, I never meant that.” 

“TI thought not, sir, as it is quite contrary to custom,” 
replied Jonathan. 

“ Well, then, tell them so, and let’s hear no more 
about it.” 

Mr. Witherington then entered into a consultation 
with his butler, and acceded to the arrangements pro- 
posed by him. The parties arrived in due time, and 
were properly accommodated. Master Edward was not 
troubled with the stomach-ache, neither did he wake 
Mr. Witherington at five o’clock in the morning; and, 
after all, it was not so very uncomfortable. But, although 
things were not quite so uncomfortable as Mr. Wither- 
ington had anticipated, still they were not comfortable ; 
and Mr. Witherington was so annoyed by continual 
skirmishes between his servants, complaints from Judy, 


in bad English, of the cook, who, it must be owned, had} shame! fie, for shame !” 


taken a prejudice against her and Coco, occasional illness 


of the child, et cetera, that he found his house no longer| ington’s kindness and benevolence brought upon him. 
quiet and peaceable. Three months had now nearly|Not a day passed—scarcely an hour, without his ears 
passed, and no tidings of the boats had been received ;|being galled with his sister’s insinuations. Judy and 
and Captain Maxwell, who came up to see Mr. Wither-| Coco were sent back to America; the servants, who had 
ington, gave it as his decided opinion that they must have| remained so long in his service, gave warning one by 
foundered in the gale. As, therefore, there appeared to| one, and, afterwards, were changed as often almost as 
be no chance of Mrs. Templemore coming to take care| there was a change in the moon. She ruled the house 
of her child, Mr. Witherington at last resolved to write|and her brother despotically ; and all poor Mr. Wither- 
to Bath, where his sister resided, and acquaint her with| ington’s comfoft was gone until the time arrived when 
the whole story, requesting her to come and superintend | Master Edward was to be sent to school. Mr, Wither- 
his domestic concerns. A few days afterwards he re-|ington then plucked up courage ; and, after afew stormy 


ceived the following reply : 
“ Bath, August. 


“ My dear brother Antony,—Your letter arrived safe] great favourite ; but the idea had become current that he 


You 


found himself comfortable. 


these improper things. 


thing is done, she agrees with me that it is better to hush 
it up as well as we can. 

“] presume that you do not intend to make the child 
your heir, which I should consider as highly improper ; 
and, indeed, Lady Betty tells me that the legacy-duty is 
ten per cent., and that it cannot be avoided. However, 
I make it a rule never to talk about these sort of things. 
As for your request that I will come up and superintend 
your establishment, I have advised with Lady Betty on 
the subject, and she agrees with me that, for the honour 
of the family, it is better that I should come, as it will 
save appearances. You are ina peck of troubles, as 
most men are who are free-livers, and are led astray by 
artful and alluring females. However, as Lady Betty 
says, ‘the least said the soonest mended.’ 

“T will, therefore, make the necessary arrangements 
for letting my house, and hope to join you in about ten 
days ; sooner I cannot, as I find that my engagements 
extend to that period. Many questions have already 











give but one answer, which is, that bachelors will be 
bachelors ; and that, at all events, it is not so bad as if 
you were a married man; forI make it a rule never to 
talk about, or even to hint about these sort of things, for, 
as Lady Betty says, ‘Men will get into scrapes, and the 
sooner things are hushed up the better.’ So no more at 
present from your affectionate sister, 

“ Mancarer WITHERINGTON,. 


“«PS.—Lady Betty and I both agree that you are 
very rightin hiring two black people to bring the child 
into your house, as it makes the thing look foreign to 
the neighbours, and we can keep our own secrets. 

“MoM. W.” 


“ Now, by all the sins of the Witheringtons, if this 
is not enough to drive a man out of his senses !—Con- 
found the suspicious old maid!—I’ll not let her come 
into this house. Confound Lady Betty, and all scan- 
dal-loving old tabbies like her! Bless me!’ continued 
Mr. Witherington, throwing the letter on the table, with 
a deep sigh, “this is any thing but comfortable.” 

But if Mr. Witherington found it any thing but com- 
fortable at the commencement, he found it unbearable in 
the sequel. 

His sister Moggy arrived, and installed herself in the 
house with all the pomp and protecting air of one who 


been put to me on this unpleasant subject ; but I alw ays) 


not a little surprised at its contents; indeed, I thought | were so unpleasant and grating to him, that he was not 
so much about it that I revoked at Lady Betty Blabkin’s | sorry, much as he was attached to the boy, when he de- 
whist-party, and lost four shillings and sixpence. 
say that you have a child at your house belonging to| 
your cousin, who married in so indecorous a manner. I) afterwards, when, in consequence of ill health and ex- 
hope what you say is true: but, at the same time, I} haustion, he was himself obliged to leave it for a time, 
know what bachelors are guilty of; although, as Lady/he procured for his protégé other ships. We must, 
Betty says, it is better never to talk or even to hint about! therefore, allow some years to pass away, during which 
I cannot imagine why men time Edward ‘T'emplemore pursues his career—Mr. 
should consider themselves, in an unmarried state, as} Witherington grows older and more particular, and his 
absolved from that purity which maidens are so careful sister Moggy amuses herself with Lady Betty’s remarks, 
to preserve ; and so says Lady Betty, with whom I had, and her darling game of whist. 

a little conversation on the subject. As, however, the} 


clared his intention to choose the profession of a sailor. 
Captain Maxwell introduced him into the service ; and 


During all that period, no tidings of the boats, or of 
‘Mrs. Templemore and her infant, had been heard ; it 
| was therefore naturally conjectured that they had all 
perished, and they were remembered but as things that 
| had been. 

—>——_ 


CHAPTER VI. 





THE MIDSHIPMAN. 


The weather side of the quarter-deck of H. M. frigate 
| Unicorn was occupied by two very great personages : 
Captain Plumbton, commanding the ship; who was very 
loveat in width if not in height, taking much more than 


~ allowance of the deck, if it were not that he was the 
| proprietor thereof, and entitled to the lion’s share. Cap- 
| tain P. was not more than four feet ten inches in height ; 
| but then he was equal to that in girth: there was quite 
j enough of him, if he had only been rolled out. He 
| walked with his coat flying open, his thumbs stuck into 
| the arm-holes of his waistcoat, so as to throw his shoul- 
ders back and increase his horizontal dimensions. He 
also held his head well aft, which threw his chest and 
stomach well forward. He was the prototype of pom- 
posity and good-nature, and he strutted like an actor in 
a procession. 

The other personage was the first-licutenant, whom 
nature had pleased to fashion in another mould. Ue 
was as tall as the captain was short—as thin as his supe- 
riot was corpulent. His long, lanky legs were nearly up 
to the captain’s shoulders; and he bowed down over the 
head of his superior, asif he were the crane to hoist up, 
and the captain the bale of goods to be hoisted. He 
carried his hands behind his back, with two fingers twist- 
ed together; and his chief difficulty appeared to be to 
reduce his own stride to the parrot march of the captain. 
His features were sharp and lean as was his body, and 
wore every appearance of a cross-grained temper. 

He had been making divers complaints of divers per- 
sons, and the captain had hitherto appeared imperturb- 
able. Captain Plumbton was an even-tempered man, 
who was satisfied with a good dinner. Lieutenant Mark- 
itall was an odd-tempered man, who would quarrel with 
his bread and butter. 

“ Quite impossible, sir,” continued the first-lieutenant, 
“to carry on the duty without support.” 

This oracular observation, which, from the relative 








was the saviour of her brother’s reputation and charac- 


forms of the two parties, descended as it were from 





ter. When the child was first brought down to her, 
instead of perceiving at once its likeness to Mr. Tem- 
plemore, which was very strong, she looked at it and at 
her brother’s face with her only cye, and, shaking her 
finger, exclaimed— 

“Oh, Antony! Antony! and did you expect to de- 
ceive me?—the nose—the mouth exact—Antony, for 


But we must hurry over the misery that Mr. Wither- 


months, drove his sister back to Bath, and once more 


Edward came home during the holidays, and was a 





to hand on Wednesday last, and I must say that I was| was the son of the old gentleman, and the remarks made 
3 


above, was replied to by the captain with a “ Very 
true.” 

“ Then, sir, I presume you will not object to my put- 
ting that man in the report for punishment ?” 
“T’ll think about it, Mr. Markitall.” ‘This, with Cap- 
tain Plumbton, was as much as to say, no. 
“The young gentlemen, sir, I am sorry to say, are 
very troublesome.” 
«“ Boys always are,” replied the captain. 
“Yes, sir; but the duty must be carried on, and I 
cannot do without them.” 
“ Very true—midshipmen are very useful.” 
“ But I’m sorry to say, sir, that they are not. Now, 
sir, there's Mr. Templemore; F can do nothing with 
him—he does nothing but laugh.” 
« Laugh !—Mr. Markitall, does he laugh at you ?” 
“« Not exactly, sir; but he laughs at every thing. If 
I send him to the mast-head, he goes up laughing ; if E 
call him down, he comes down laughing; if I find fault 
with him, he laughs the next minate: in fact, sir, he 
does nothing but laugh. I should particularly wish, sir, 
that you would speak to him, and see if any interference 
on your part “ty 
«“ Would make him cry—eh? better to laugh thar 








cry in this world. Does he never cry, Mr. Markitalt?” 
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“ Yes, sir, and very unseasonably. The other day, 
you may recollect, when you punished Wilson the ma- 
rine, whom I appointed to take care of his chest and 
hammock, he was crying the whole time ; alinost tanta- 
mount—at least an indirect species of mutiny on his 
part, as it implied -——” 

“That the boy was sorry that his servant was punish- 
ed ; I never flog a man but I’m sorry myself, Mr. Markit- 
all.” 

“ Well, I do not press 
that I might look over; but his laughing, sir, I must beg 
that you will take notice of that. Here he is, sir, com- 
Mr. Templemore, the captain 


the question of his crying— 


ing up the hatchway. 
wishes to speak to you.” 
Now, the captain did not wish to speak to him, but, 
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terfere with me and the discipline of the ship, I beg you| 
will see what effect your punishing may have upon him.’ | 

“Mr. Templemore,” said the captain, “you are, in the 
first place, too free in your speech, and, in the next 
place, too fond of laughing. There is, Mr. ‘Temple- 
more, a time for all things—a time to be merry, and a 
time to be serious. The quarter-deck is not the fit place 
for mirth.” 

“I’m sure the gangway is not,” shrewdly interrupted 
the boy. 

«“ No—you are right, nor the gangway ; but you may 
laugh on the forecastle, and when below with your mess- 
mates.” 

« No, sir, we may not; Mr. Markitall always sends 
out if he hears us laughing.” 

“ Because, Mr. Templemore, you are always laugh- 





forced upon him as it was by the first-lieutenant, he 
could do no Jess 
and stood before the captain, we regret to say, with such 
a good-humoured, sly, confiding smirk on his counte- 
nance, as at oace established the proof of the accusation, 
and the enormity of the offence. 

“So, sir,” said Captain Plumbton, stopping in his 
perambulation, and squaring his shoulders still more, “1 
find that you laugh at the first-lieutenant.” 

“J, sir?” replied the boy, the smirk expanding into a 
broad grin. 

« Yes, you sir,” said the first-lieutenant, now draw- 
ing up to his full height; “ why, you’re laughing now, 
sir.” 

“T con't help it, sir—it’s not my fault; and I’m sure 
it’s not yours, sir,” added the boy demurely. 

«* Are you aware, Edward—Mr. Templemore, I mean 
—of the impropriety of disrespect to your superior offi- 
cer ‘“ 

“ F never langbed at Mr. Markital] but once, sir, that 
I can recollect, and that was when he tumbled over the 
messenger.” 

« And why did you Jaugh at him then, sir?” 

“T always do laugh when any one tumbles down,” 
replied the lad; “I can’t help it, sir.” 

«Then, sir, L suppose you would laugh if you saw 
me rolling in the lee scuppers,” said the captain. 

« Oh!” replied the boy, no longer able to contain him- 
self, “I’m sure I should burst myself with laughing— 
I think I see you now, sir.” 

«Do you, indeed, I’m very glad that you do not; 
though I’m afraid, young gentleman, you stand convict- 
ed by your own confession.” 

“Yes, sir, of laughing, if that is any crime ; but it’s 
hot in the articles of wer,’ 

“No, sir; but disrespect is. 
go to the mast-head.” 

“But I obey the order, sir, immediately—do I not, 
Mr. Markitall ?” 

«“ Yes, sir, you obey the order; but, at the same time, | 
your laughing proves that you do not mind the punish- | 
ment.” 

«“ No more I do,sir. I spend half my life at the mast- 
head, and Fm used to it now.” 

« But, Mr. ‘Templemore, ought you not to feet the dis- 


You laugh when you 


« Yes, sir, 
should not laugh, sir, if you sent me to the mast-head,” 
replied the boy, assuming a serious countenance. 

«“ You see, Mr. Markitall, that he can be grave,” ob- 
served the captain. 

«T've tried all I can to make him so, sir,” replied the 


first-licutenant ; “ but { wish to ask Mr. Templemore | promotion to the rank of lieutenant—was appointed to 


what he means to imply by saving, ‘ when he deserves 
it.’ Does he mean to say that I have ever punished 
him unjustly ?” 

“ Yes, sir,” replied the boy boldly ; “ five times out of 
six, | am mast-headed for nothing—and that’s the reason 
why I do not mind it.” 

“ For nothing, sir! Do you call laughing nothing ?” 

“I pay every attention that I can to my duty, sir; I 
always obey your orders; I try all I can to make you 
pleased with me—but you are always punishing me.” 

“ Yes, sir, for laughing, and, what is worse, making 
the ship’s company laugh.” 

“They ‘haul and hold’ just the same, sir—I think 
they work all the better for being merry.” 

“And pray, sir, what business have you to think ?” 
replied the first-lieutenant, now very angry. “ Captain 


Plumbton, as this young gentleman thinks proper to in- 
4 


So Mr. T'emplemore touched his hat, jing.” 


: < ‘S : . |was passing his examination, for laughing, and then 

gracé of the punishment?” enquired the captain, severely. went laughing to sea again—was in command of a boat 
4 : : s g i 

if I felt that I deserved it, I should. I/at the cutting out of a French corvette, and, when on 


“T believe I am, sir; and if it’s wrong I’m sorry to 
displease you, but I mean no disrespect. I laugh in my 
sleep—I laugh when I awake—I laugh when the sun 
shines—I always feel so happy; but although you do 
mast-head me, Mr. Markitall, I should not laugh, but be 
very sorry, if any misfortune happened to you.” 

“I believe you would, boy—-I do, indeed, Mr. Markit- 
all,” said the captain. 

“«“ Well, sir,” replied tlie first-lieutenant, “as Mr. Tem- 
plemore appears to be aware of his error, I do not wish 
to press my complaint—I have only to request that’ he 
will never laugh again.” 

“You hear, boy, what the first-lieutenant says ; it’s 
very reasonable, and I beg I may hear no more com- 
plaints. Mr. Markitall, let me know when the foot of 
that foretopsail will be repaired—I should like to shift it 
to-night.” 

Mr. Markitall went down under the half-deck to make 
the enquiry. 

« And Edward,” said Captain Plumbton, as soon as 
the lieutenant was out of ear-shot, “I have a good deal 
more to say to you upon this subject, but I have no time 
now. So come and dine with me—at my table, you 
know, I allow laughing in moderation.” 

The boy touched his hat, and with a grateful, happy | 
countenance, walked away. 

We have introduced this little scene, that the reader 
may form some idea of the character of Edward ‘T’emple- 
more. He was indeed the soul of mirth, good humour, 
and kindly feelings towards others; he even felt kindly 
towards the first-lieutenant, who persecuted him for his 
risible propensities. We do not say that the boy was 
rignt in laughing at all times, or that the first-lieutenant} 
was wrong in attempting to check it. As the captain 
said, there is a time for all things, and Edward’s laugh 
was not always seasonable; but it was his nature, and 
he could not help it. He was joyous as the May morn- 
ing; and thus he continued for years, laughing at every 
thing—pleased with every body—almost universally 
liked—and his bold, free, and happy spirit, uachecked by 
vicissitude or hardship. 

He servedshis time—was nearly turned back, when he 


board, was so much amused by the little French captain 
skipping about with his rapier, which proved fatal to 
many, that, at last, he received a pink from the little gen- 
tleman himself, which laid him on the deck. For this 
affair, and in consideration of his wound, he obtained his 


a line-of-battle ship in the West Indies—laughed at the 
yellow fever—was appointed to the tender of that ship, 
ja fine schooner, and was sent to cruise for prize-money 
|for the admiral, and promotion for himself, if he could, 
iby any fortunate encounter, be so bucky as to obtain it. 

| e 
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CHAPTER VII. 





SLEEPER’S BAY, 

On the western coast of Africa there is a small bay 
which has received more than one name from its occa- 
sional visiters. That by which it was designated by the 
adventurous Portuguese, who first dared to cleave the 
waves of the Southern Atlantic, has been forgotten with 
their lost maritime pre-eminence; the name allotted to 











it by the woolly-headed natives of the coast has never, 
perhaps, been ascertained: it is, however, marked down 
in some of the old English charts as Sleeper’s Bay. 

The main-land which, by its curvature, has formed 
this lithe dent on a coast possessing, and certainly at pre- 
sent requiring, few harbours, displays, perhaps, the least 
inviting of all prospects ; offering to the view nothing but 
a shelving beach of dazzling white sand, backed with a 
few small hummocks beat up by the occasional fury of 
the Atlantic gales—arid, bare, and without the slightest 
appearance of vegetable life. ‘The inland prospect is 
shrouded over by a dense mirage, through which here 
and there are to be discovered the stems of a few distant 
palm-trees, so broken and disjoined by refraction that 
they present to the imagination any thing but the idea 
of foliage or shade. The water in the bay is calm and 
smooth as the polished mirror; not the smallest ripple 
is to be heard on the beach, to break through the silence’ 
of nature; not a breath of air sweeps over its glassy 
surface, which is heated with the intense rays of a verti- 
cal noon-day sun, pouring down a withering flood of 
light and heat; not a sea-bird is to be discovered wheel- 
ing on its flight, or balancing on its wing as it pierces 
the deep with its searching eye, ready to dart upon its 
prey. All is silence, sotitude, and desolation, save that 
occasionally may be seery the fin of some huge shark, 
either sluggishly moving through the heated element, or 
stationary in the torpor of the mid-day heat. A site so 
sterile, so stagnant, so little adapted to human life, can- 
not well be conceived, unless, by flying to extremes, we 
were to portray the chilling blast, the transtixing cold, 
and “ cluse-ribbed ice,” at the frozen poles. 

At the entrance of this bay, in about three fathoms 
water, heedless of the spring cable, which hung down as 
a rope which had fallen overboard, there floated, motion- 
less as death, a vessel whose proportions would have 
challenged the unanimous admiration of those who 
could appreciate the merits of her build, had she been 
anchored in the most frequented and busy harbour of the 
universe. So beautiful were her lines, that you might 
almost have imagined her a created being that the ocear 
had been ordered to receive, as if fashioned by the Di- 
vine Architect, to add to the beauty and variety of his 
works ; for, from the huge leviathan to the smallest of 
the finny tribe—from the towering albatross to the 
boding peterel of the storm—where could be found, 
among the winged or finned frequenters of the ocean, a 
form more appropriate, more fitting, than this specimen 
of human skill, whose beautiful model and elegant taper- 
ing spars were now all that could be discovered to break 
the meeting lines of the firmament and horizon of the 
offing. 

Alas! she was fashioned, at the will of avarice, for 
the aid of cruelty and injustice ; and now was even more 
nefariously employed. She had been a slaver—she was 
row the far-famed, still more dreaded, pirate-schooner, 
the « Avenger.” 

Not a man-of-war which scourcd the deep but had her 
instructions relative to this vessel, which had been so 
successful in her career of crime—not a trader in any 
portion of the navigable globe but whose crew shudder 
ed at the mention of her name, and the remembrance of 
the atrocities which had been practised by her reckless 
crew. She had been every where—in the east, the 
west, the north, and the south, leaving a track behind 
her of rapine and of murder. There she lay, in motion- 
less beauty ; her low sides were painted black, with one 
small, narrow riband of red—her raking masts were clean 
scraped—her opponents, her eross-trees, caps, and even 
running-blocks, were painted in pure white. Awnings 
were spread fore and aft to protect the crew from the 
powerful rays of the sun; her ropes were hauled taut; and 
in every point she wore the appearance of being under 
the control of seamenship and strict discipline. Through 
the clean smooth water her copper shone brightly ; and, 
as you looked over her taffrail down into the calm blue 
sca, you could plainly discover the sandy bottom beneath 
her, and the anchor which then lay under her counter. 
A small boat floated astern, the weight of the rope 
which attached her appearing, in the perfect calm, to 
draw her towards the schooner, ; 

We must now go on board, and our first cause of sur- 
prise will be the deception relative to the tonnage of the 
schooner, when viewed from’a distance. Instead of a 
small vessel of about ninety tons, we discover that she is 
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er, upwards of two hundred ; that her ‘breadth of beam is | good sailors, of a happy, merry disposition, and, unlike| “Me say, massa captain? me only tell young massa ‘ 
wn enormous; and that those spars which appeared so light | other Africans, will work hard. Fond of the English,|dis very fine ting; ask where you get him—Massa 
and elegant, are of unexpected dimensions. Her decks |they generally speak the language sufficiently to be un- deer no tell.” 
red * * are of narrow fir planks, without the least spring or rise ; | derstood, and are very glad to receive a b: iptism when| “ And what might it be to you, you black scoundrel?” 
Tre- her ropes are of Manilla hemp, neatly secured to copper they come on board. The name first given them they Leried the captain, seizing the goblet, and striking the 3 
ast belaying-pins, and coiled down on the deck, whose usually adhere to as long as they live; and you will! man with it a blow on the head which flattened the ves- 
but whiteness is well contrasted with the bright green paint |now on the coast meet with a Bluc her, a Wellington, a ‘sel, and at the same time felled the Krouman, powerful 
ha of her bulwarks; her capstern and binnacles are cased | Nelson, &c., who will wring swabs, or do any other of|as he was, to the deck. The blood streamed, as the 
of in fluted mahogany, and ornamented with brass; mietal |the meanest description of work, without feeling that it/ man slowly rose, stupified and trembling from the vio- ‘ 
est stanchions protect the skylights, and the bright muskets |is discred.table to sponsorials so grand. lent concussion. Without saying a word, he staggered 
_ is are arranged in front of the mainmast, while the board- | It is not to be supposed that these men had volunt: arily | out of the cabin, and Cain threw himself on one of the 
ere ing-pikes are lashed round the main-boom. come on board of the pirate; they had been employed lockers in front of the standing bed-place, say ing, with a 
ant In the centre of the vessel, between the fore and main |in some British vessels, trading on the coast, and had bitter smile, “So much for intimates, Francisco !” 
hat masts, there is a long brass thirty-two-pounder, fixed upon |been taken out of them when the vessels were burnt,) “ Rather, so much for your cruelty and injustice to- 
dea a carriage, revolving in a circle, and so arranged that in ‘and the Europeans of the crews murdered. They had wards an unoffendiag man,” replied Francisco, laying 
ind bad weather it can be lowered down and housed; while received a promise of reward, if they did their ‘duty ; his book on the table. “ His question was an innocent / 
ple on each side of her decks are mounted eight brass guns, ‘but, not expecting it, they waited for the earliest oppor- rented he knew not the particulars connected with the . 
nee of smaller calibre and of exquisite workmanship. Her | tunity to make their escape. | obtaining of that flagon.” a] 
ssy build proves the skill of the architect; her fitting-out, | The captain of the schooner was abaft, with his glass} “And you, I presume, do not forget them? Well, be xi 
Tti- a judgment in which nought has been sacrificed to, |in his hand, occasionally sweeping the offing in expec- it so, young man; but I warn you again—as I have i 
of although every thing has been directed by, taste ; and tation of a vessel heaving in sight; the officers and| warned you often—nothing but the remembrance of 
eels her neatness and arrangement, that, in the person of her |crew are lying down, or “lounging listlessly about the|your mother has prevented me, long before this, from ' 
ces commander, to the strictest discipline there is united the | decks, panting with the extreme heat, and impatiently throwing your body to the sharks.’ t 
its practical knowledge of a thorough seamen. How, in-| w aiting for the sea-breeze to fan their parched foreheads. Ru What influence my mother’s memory may have over : 
hat deed, otherwise gould she have so long continued her} With their rough beards and exposed chests, and their| you I know not; I only regret that, in any way, she had 
irk, lawless yet successful career ? How could it have been lw veather-beaten, fierce countenances, they form a group the misfortune to be connected with you.” 
, or possible to unite a crew of miscreants, who feared nor/|which is terrible even in repose. | “She had the influence,” replied Cain, “ which a wo- 
SO God nor man, most of whom had perpetrated foul mur- | We must now descend into the cabin of the schooner.|man must have over a man when they have for years 1 
an- ders, or had been guilty of even blacker iniquities? It The ee of this apartment are simple: on each |swung in the same cot; but that is wearing off fast. I 
we was because he who commanded the vessel was so supe-| side is a standing bed-place ; against the after bulk-head | tell you so candidly : I will not allow even her memory 
Ad, rior as to find in her no rivalry. Superior in talent, in |is a large buffet, originally intended for glass and china,|to check me, if I find you continue your late course, ii 
knowledge of his profession, in courage, and moreover | ‘but now loaded with silver and gold vessels of every size| You have shown disaffection before the crew—you Mi 
ms in physical strength—which in him was almost Hereu- and description, collected by the pirate from the different have disputed my orders—and I have every reason to Wy 
1 as Jean. Unfortunately, he was also superior to all in|ships which he had plundered ; the lamps are also of sil-| believe that you are now plotting against me.” 
on- villany, in cruelty, and contempt of all injunctions, moral | ver, and evidently had been intended to ornament the} “Can I do otherwise than show my abhorrence,” re- 
ave and divine. jshrine of some catholic saint. | plied Francisco, «when I witness such acts of horror, of 
ho What had been the early life of this person was bat | In this cabin there are two individuals to whom we | cruelty—cold-blooded cruelty, as lately have been perpe- 
een imperfectly known. It was undoubted that he had re-| shi ull now direct the reader’s attention. ‘The one is a,trated?) Why did you bring me here? and why do you f 
the ceived an excellent education, and it was said that he | pleasant-countenanced, good-humoured Krouman, who|now detain me? All [ ask is, that you will allow me to 
ght was of an ancient border family, on the banks of the|had been christened “ Pompey the Great;” most proba-|leave the vessel. You are not my father; you have told 
ealr Tweed ; by what chances he had become a pirate—by lbly on account of his large proportions. He wears a! me so.” 
Di- what errors he had fallen from his station in society, ‘pair of duck trousers ; the rest of his body is naked, and| “No, I am not your father; but you are your mo- 
his until he became an outcast, had never been revealed ; it| presents a sleek glossy skin, covering muscles which an | ther’s son.” 
of was only known that he had been some years employed |anatomist or sculptor would have viewed with admira-| “ That gives you no right to have power over me, even } 
the jn the slave-trade, previous to his seizing this vessel and ition. The other is a youth of eighteen, or thereabouts, |if you had been married to my mother; which 
nd, commencing bis reckless career. The name by which | with an intelligent, handsome countenance, evidently of| “I was not.” 
1, a he was known to the crew of the pirate-vessel was | Europe an blood. There is, however, an habitually! “I thank God; for marriage with you would have 
nen “Cain,” and well had he chosen this appellation; for,| mournful cast upon his features: he is dressed much in| been even greater disgrace.” 
per- had not his hand for more than three years been against |the same way as we have described the captain, but the| |“ What!” cried Cain, starting up, seizing the young 
eak every man’s, and every man’s hand against his? In per- | lcostume hangs more gracefully upon his slender, yet}man by the neck, and lifting him off his seat, as if he 
the son he was above six feet high, with a breadth of shoul-! well-formed limbs. He is seated on a sofa, fixed in the | ‘had been a puppet; “ but no—I cannot forget your mo- 
ders and of chest denoting the utmost of physical force fore part of the cabin, with a book in his’ hand, which|ther.” Cain released Francisco, and resumed his seat 
for which, perhaps, has ever been allotted to man. His | occasionally he refers to, and then lifts his eyes from, to | on the locker. 
ore features would have been handsome, had they not been | watch the motions of the Krouman, who is busy in the} “As you please,” said Francisco, as soon as he had 
vas scarred with wounds; and, strange to say, his eye was | office of steward, arranging and cleaning the costly arti-| recovered himself; “ it matters little whether [ am brain- 
1¢er, mild, and of a soft blue. His mouth was well formed, cles in the buffet. |ed by your own hand, or launched overboard as a meal 
and his teeth of a pearly white; the hair of his head « Massa Francisco, dis really fine ting,” said Pompey, | for the sharks; it will be but one more murder.” 
her was crisped and wavy, and his beard, which he wore, as holding up a splendidly embossed tankard, which he had! “Mad fool! why do you tempt me thus?” replied 
50 did every person composing the crew of the pirate, ‘been rubbing. |Cain, again starting up and hastily quitting the cabin. 
any covered the lower part of his face, in strong, waving,} “Yes,” replied Francisco, gravely, “it is, indeed,| The altercation which we have just described was not 
lere and continued curls, The proportions of his body were | Pompey.” junheard on deck, as the doors of the cabin were open, 
e of perfect ; but, from their vastness, they became almost} “ How Captain Cain came by dis?” jand the sky-light removed to admit the air. The face of 
less terrific. His costume was elegant, and well adapted to| Francisco shook his head ; and Pompey put his finger Cain was flushed as he ascended the ladder. He per- 
the his form: linen trowsers, and untanned yellow leather|up to his mouth, his eyes, full of meaning, fixed upon | ceived his chief mate standing by the hatchway, and 
ind boots, such as are made at the Western Isles; a broad-| Francisco. |many of the men, who had been slumbering abaft, with 
on- striped cotton shirt; a red Cashmere shawl round his! At this moment the personage referred to was heard | thes heads raised on their elbows, as if they had been 
one waist as a sash; a vest embroidered in gold tissue, with | descending the companion-ladder. Pompey recommenced | listening to the conversation below. 
ean a jacket of dark velvet, and ager gold buttons, hang- | rubbing the silver, and Francisco dropped his eyes upon | “Tt will never do, sir,” said Hawkhurst, the mate, 
ven ing over his left shoulder, after the fashion of the Medi-' the book. shaking his head. 
ngs terranean seamen; a round Turkish skull-cap, hand-| What was the tie that appeared to bind the captain to} No,” replied the captain, “ not if he were my own 
the somely embroidered ; a pair of pistols, and a long knife this lad was not known; but, as the latter had always/son. But what is to be done !—he knows no fear.” 
and in his sash, completed his attire. | acc ompanied, and lived altogether with him, it was ge- Hawkhurst pointed to the entering: port. 
der The crew consisted in all of 165 men, of almost every nerally supposed that he was the captain’s son; and he| “ When I ask your advice you may give it,” said the 
ugh nation ; but it was to be remarked, that all those in| was as often designated by the crew as young Cain, as| captain, turning gloomily away. 
ind, authority were either Englishmen or from the northern | he was by his christian name of Francisco. Still it was| In the mean time Francisco paced the cabin in deep 
ue countries: the others were chiefly Spaniards and Maltese. | observed, that latterly they had frequently been heard in |thought. Young as he was, he was indifferent to death ; 
ath Still there were Portuguese, Brazilians, negroes, and | altercation, and that the ca ptain was very suspicious of|for he had no tie to render life precious. He remem- 
iter. others, who made up the complement, which, at the Francisco’s movements. | bered his mother, but not her pms se; that had been 
ope time we now speak, was increased by twenty-five addi-| «I beg I may not interrupt your conversation,” said | concealed from him. At the age of seven he had sailed 
, to tional hands. These were Kroumen, a race of blacks | Cain, on entering the cabin; “ the information you may | with Cain in a slaver, and had ever since continued with 
well known at present, who inhabit the coast near Cape | obtain from a Krouman must be very important.” lhim. Until lately, he had been led to suppose that the ‘ 
sur- Palmas, and are often employed by our men-of-war sta-} Francisco made no reply, but appeared to be reading | captain was his father. During the years that he had 
the tioned on the coast, to relieve the English seamen from /his book. Cain’s eyes passed from one to the other, as | been in the slave-trade, Cain had devoted much time to 
of a duties which would be too severe to those who were not if to read their thoughts. |his education: it so happened that the only book which 
ec 18 inured to the climate. They are powerful, athletic men,! « Pray, what were you saying, Mr. Pompey ?” lcould be found on board of the vessel, when Cain first 
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commenced teaching, was a Bible belonging to Fran- 
cisco’s mother. Out of this book he learned to read; 
and, as his education advanced, other books were pro- 
cured. It may appear strange that the. very traffic in 
which his reputed father was engaged did not corrupt 
the boy’s mind; but accustomed to it from his infancy, 
he had considered these negroes as another species,— 
an idea fully warranted by the cruelty of the Europeans 
towards them. 

There are some dispositions so naturally kind and in- 
genuous that even example and evil contact cannot de- 
base them: such was the disposition of Francisco. As 
he gained in years and knowledge, he thought more and 
more for himself, and had already become disgusted with 
the cruelties practised upon the unfortunate negroes, 
when the slave-vessel was seized upon by Cain and con- 
verted into a pirate. At first, the enormitics committed 
had not been so great; vessels had been seized and plun- 
dered, but life had been spared. In the course of crime, 
however, the descent is rapid: and as, from information 
given by thase who had been released, the schooner was 
more than once in danger of being captured, latterly no 
lives had been spared: and but too often the murders 
had been attended with deeds even more atrocious. 

Francisco had witnessed scenes of horror until his 
young blood curdled: he had expostulated to save, but 
in vain. Disgusted with the captain and the crew, and 
their deeds of cruelty, he had latterly expressed his opi- 
nions fearlessly, and defied the captain ; for, in the heat 
of an altercation, Cain had acknowledged that Francisco 
was not his son. 

Had any of the crew or officers expressed but a tithe 
of what had fallen from the bold lips of Francisco, they 
would have long before paid the forfeit of their temerity ; 
but there was a feeling towards Francisco which could 
not be stifled in the breast of Cain—it was the feeling 
of association and habit. ‘The boy had been his com- 
panion for years; and, from assuetude, had become, as 
it were, a part of himself. There is a principle in our 
natures which, even when that nature is most debased, 
will never leave us—that of requiring something to love 
—something to protect and watch over: it is shown to- 
wards a dog, or any other animal, if itcannot be lavished 
upon one of our own species. Such was the feeling 
which so forcibly held Cain towards Francisco; such 
was the feeling which had hitherto saved his life. 

After having paced up and down for some time, the 
youth took his seat on the locker which the captain had 
quitted: his eye soon caught the head of Pompey, who 
looked into the cabin and beckoned with his finger. 

Francisco rose, and, taking up a flagon from the buffet 
which contained some spirits, walked to the door, and, 
without saying a word, handed it to the Krouman. 

« Massa Francisco,” whispered Pompey, “ Pompey 
say—all Krouman say—suppose they run away, you go 


go too, Pompey say—all Krouman say—suppose they 
try kill you! Nebber kill you while one Krouman} 
alive.” 


The negro then gently pushed Francisco back with 
his hand, as if not wishing to hear his answer, and has- 
tened forward on the berth deck. 

i 
CHAPTER VIIL 
THE ATTACK. 

In the mean time the sea-breeze had risen in the of- 
fing, and was sweeping along the surface to where the 
schooner was at anchor. ‘The captain ordered a man to 
the cross-trees, directing him to keep a good look-out, 
while he walked the deck in company with the first 
mate, 

“She may not have sailed until a day or two later,” 
said the captain, continuing the conversation; “I have 
made allowance for that, and depend upon it, as she 
makes the eastern passage we must soon fall jn with 
her ; if she does not heave in sight this evening by day- 
light, I shal] stretch out in the offing: I know the Por- 
tuguese well. The sea-breeze has caught our craft; let 
them run up the inner jib, and see that she does not 
foul her anchor.” 

It was now Jate in the afternoon, and dinner had been 
sent into the cabin; the captain descended and took his 
seat at the table beside Francisco, who ate in silence. 
Once or twice the captain, whose wrath had subsided, 
and whose kindly feelings towards Francisco, checked 
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for a time, had returned with greater force, tried, but in 
vain, to rally him into conversation, when “ sail, ho !” 
was shouted from the mast-head. 

«“ There she is, by G—d!” cried the captain, jumping 
from, and then, as if checking himself, immediately re- 
suming his seat. 

Francisco put his hand to his forehead, covering his 
eyes as his elbow leant upon the table. 

“A large ship, sir; we can see down to the second 
reef of her topsails,” said Hawkhurst, looking down the 
sky-light. 

The captain hastily swallowed some wine from a fla- 
gon, cast a look of scorn and anger upon Francisco, and 
rushed on deck. 

«“ Be smart, lads!’ cried the captain, after a few se- 
conds’ survey of the vessel through his glass; “that’s 
her: furl the awnings, and run the anchor up to the 
bows: there’s more silver in that vessel, my lads, than 
your chests will hold; and the good saints of the churches 
at Goa will Lave to wait a little longer for their gold 
candlesticks.” 

The crew were immediately on the alert; the awnings 
were furled, and all the men, stretching aft the spring 
cable, walked the anchor up to the bows. In two mi- 
nutes more the Avenger was standing out on the star- 
board tack, shaping her course so as to cut off the ill- 
fated vessel. The breeze freshened, and the schooner 
darted through the smooth water with the impetuosity 
of a dolphin after its prey. In an hour the hull of the 
ship was plainly to be distinguished; but the sun was 
near to the horizon, and before they could ascertain what 
her force might be, daylight had disappeared. Whether 
the schooner had been perceived or not it was impossible 
|to say ; at all events, the course of the ship had not been 
altered, and if she had seen the schooner, she evidently 
|treated her with contempt. On board the Avenger they 
were not idle; the long gun in the centre had been 
cleared from the incumbrances which surrounded it, the 
other guns had been cast loose, shot handed up, and 
every thing prepared for action, with all the energy and 
idiscipline of a man-of-war. ‘The chase had not been 
jlost sight of, and the eyes of the pirate-captain were 
|fixed upon her through a night-glass. In about an hour 
lmore the schooner was within a mile of the ship, and 
| now altered her course so as to range up within a cable’s 
length of her to leeward. Cain stood upon the gunwale 
and hailed. ‘The answer was in Portuguese. 

“ Heave to, or ll sink you!” replied he in the same 
| language. 

A general discharge from a broadside of carronades, 
‘and a heavy volley ef muskets from the Portuguese was 
ithe decided answer; the broadside, too much elevated to 
jhit the low hull of the schooner, was still not without 
jeffect—the foretop-mast fell, the jaws of the main-gaff 
| were severed, and a large proportion of the standing, as 
|well as the running-rigging, came rattling down on her 
decks. The volley of musketry was more fatal : thirteen 
of the pirates were wounded, some of them severely. 

“ Well done! John Portuguese,” cried Hawkhurst ; 
“by the holy poker! I never gave you credit for so much 
pluck.” 

“ Which they shall pay dearly for,” was the coo] re- 
ply of Cain, as he still remained in his exposed situation. 

“Blood for blood! if I drink it,” observed the second 
mate, as he looked at the crimson rivulet trickling down 
the fingers of his left hand from a wound in his arm— 
“just tie my handkerchief round this, Bill.” 

In the interim, Cain had desired his crew to elevate 
their guns, and the broadside was returned. 

«“ That will do, my lads: starboard ; ease off the boom- 
sheet; let her go right round, Hawkhurst—we cannot 
afford to lose our men.” 

The schooner wore round, and ran astern of her op- 
ponent. 

The Portuguese on board the ship, imagining that the 
schooner, finding she had met with unexpected resist- 
ance, had sheered off, gave a loud cheer. 

“The last you will ever give, my fine fellows,” ob- 
served Cain, with a sneer. 

In a few moments the schooner had run a mile astern 
of the ship. 

«“ Now, then, Hawkhurst, let her come to and about; 
man the long gun, and see that every shot is pitched 
into her, while the rest cf them get up a new foretop- 
mast, and knot and splice the rigging.” 














The schooner’s head was again turned towards the 
ship ; her position was right astern, about a mile distant, 
or rather more; the long 32-pounder gun a-midships 
was now regularly served, every shot passing through 
the cabin windows, or some other part of the ship’s 
stern, raking her fore and aft. In vain did the ship alter 
her course, and present her broadside to the schooner ; 
the latter was immediately checked in her speed, so as 
to keep the prescribed distance at which the carronades 
of the ship were uscless, and the execution from the long 
gun decisive. The ship was at the mercy of the pirate ; 
and, as may be expected, no mercy was shown. For 
three hours did this murderous attack continue, when 
the gun, which, as before observed, was of brass, became 
so heated that the pirate captain desired his men to dis- 
continue. Whether the ship had surrendered or not, it 
was impossible to say, as it was too dark to distinguish : 
while the long gun was served, the foretop-mast and 
main-gaff had been shifted, and all the standing and‘run- 
ning-rigging made good; the schooner keeping her dis- 
tance, and following in the wake of the ship until day- 
light. 

We must now repair on board of the ship: she was 
an Indiaman; one of the very few that occasionally are 
sent out by the Portuguese government to a country 
which once owned their undivided sway, but in which, 
at present, they hold but a few miles of territory. She 
was bound to Goa, and had on board a small detach- 
ment of troops, a new governor and his two sons, a 
bishop and his niece, with her attendant. The sailing 
of a vessel with such a freight, was a circumstance of 
rare occurrence; and was, of course, generally bruited” 
about long before her departure. Cain had, for some 
months, received all the necessary intelligence relative to 
her cargo and destination ; bat, as usual with the Portu- 
guese of the present day, delay upon delay had followed, 
and it was not until about three weeks previous that he had 
been assured of her immediate departure. He then ran 
down the coast to the bay we have mentioned, that he 
might intercept her ; and, as the event has proved, showed 
his usual judgment and decision. The fire of the schoo- 
ner had been most destructive: many of the Indiaman’s 
crew, as well as the troops, had been mowed down one 
after another; until, at last, finding that all their efforts 
to defend themselves were useless, most of those who 
were still unhurt had consulted their safety, and hastened 
down to the lowest recesses of the hold to avoid the rak- 
ing and destructive shot. At the time that the schooner 
had discontinued her fire to allow the gun to cool, there 
was no one on deck but the Portuguese captain and one 
old weather-beaten seaman who stood at the helm. Be- 
low, in the orlop deck, the remainder of the crew and 
the passengers were huddled together in a small space: 
some were attending to the wounded, who were numer- 
ous ; others were invoking the saints to their assistance ; 
the bishop, a tall, dignified person, apparently nearly 
sixty years of age, was kneeling in the centre of the 
group, which was dimly lighted by two or three lan- 
terns, at one time in fervent prayer, at another, inter- 
rupted, that he might give absolution to those wounded 
men whose spirits were departing, and who were brought 
down and laid before him by their comrades. On one 
side of him knelt his orphan niece, a young girl of about 
seventeen years of age, watching his countenance as he 
prayed, or bending down with a look of pity and tearful 
eyes on her expiring countrymen, whose last moments 
were gladdened by his holy offices. On the other side 
of the bishop stood the governor, Don Philip de Ribiera, 
and his two sons, youths in their prime, and holding 
commissions in the king’s service. ‘There was melan- 
choly on the brow of Don Ribiera; he was prepared for, 
and he anticipated, the worst. ‘The eldest son had his 
eyes fixed upon the sweet countenance of Teresa de 
Silva—that very evening, as they walked together on 
the deck, had they exchanged their vows—that very 
evening they had luxuriated in the present, and had 
dwelt with delightful anticipation on the future. But 
we must leave them and return on deck. 

The captain of the Portuguese ship had walked aft, 
and now went up to Antonio, the old seaman, who was 
standing at the wheel. ‘ 

«I still see her with the glass, Antonio, and yet she 
has not fired for nearly two hours; do you think any 
accident has happened to her long gun? if so, we may 
have some chance.” 
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Antonio shook his head. “ We have but little chance, 
I am afraid, my captain; I knew by the ring of the gun, 
when she first fired it, that it was brass; indeed, no 
schooner could carry a long iron gun of that calibre. 
Depend upon it, she only waits for the metal to cool and 
daylight to return: a long gun or two might have saved 
us, but now, as she has the advantage of us in heels, we 
are at her mercy.” 

« What can she be—a French privateer ?” 

«J trust it may be so; and I have promised a silver 
candlestick to St. Antonio, that it may prove no worse : 
we then may have some chance of seeing our homes 
again ; but I fear not.” 

« What, then, do you imagine her to be, Antonio?” 

« The pirate which we have heard so much of.” 

« Jesu protect us! we must then sell our lives as dear- 
ly as we can.” 

“So I intend to do, my captain,” replied Antonio, 
shifting the helm a spoke. 

The day broke, and shewed the schooner continuing 
her pursuit at the same distance astern, without any ap- 
parent movement on board. It was not until the sun 
was some degrees above the horizon that the smoke was 
again seen to envelop her bows, and the shot crashed 
through the timbers of the Portuguese ship. ‘The reason 
for this delay was, that the pirate waited till the sun was 
up, to ascertain if there were any other vessels to be 
seen, previous to his pouncing on his quarry. The 
Portuguese captain went aft and hoisted his ensign, 
but no flag was shown by the schooner. Again whistled 
the ball, and again did it tear up the decks of the unfor- 
tunate ship: many of those who had reascended, to as- 
certain what was going on, now hastily sought their 
ormer retreat. 

«“ Mind the helm, Antonio,” said the Portuguese cap- 
ain; “I must go down and consult with tlie governor.” 

«“ Never fear, my captain ; as long as these limbs hold 
»gether I will do my duty,” replied the old man, ex- 
austed as he was by long watching and fatigue. 

The captain descended to the orlop deck, where he 
fund the major part of the crew and passengers as- 
snbled. 

“ My lords,” said he, addressing the governor and 
bhop, “the schooner has not shown any colours, al- 
thugh oar own are hoisted. I am come down to know 
yor pleasure. Defence we can make none; and I fear 
th: we are at the mercy of a pirate.” 

A pirate!” ejaculated several, beating their breasts 
antcalling upon their saints. 

Silence, my good people, silence,” quietly observed 
the »ishop; “as to what it may be best to do,” conti- 
nuethe, turning to the captain, “I cannot advise; I am 
a ma of peace, and unfit to hold a place in a council 
of wr. Don Ribiera, I must refer the point to you and 
yourons. ‘Tremble not, my dear Teresa; are we not 
undeithe protection of the Almighty ?” 

“Bly Virgin, pity us!” exclaimed Teresa. 

“Cme, my sons,” said Don Ribiera, “ we will go on 
deck ad consult: let not any of the men follow us; it 
is usebss risking lives which may yet be valuable.” 

Doa Ribiera and his sons followed the captain to the 
queter deck, and with him and Antonio they held a con- 
sulttion. 

“Ne have but one chance,” observed the old man, 
after: time: “let us haul down our colours as if in sub- 
missiq ; they will then range up alongside, and either 
board js from the schooner, or from their boats; at all 
events,we shall find out what she is, and, if a pirate, 
we mut sell our lives as dearly as we can. If, when 
we hauldown the colours, she ranges up alongside, as I 
expect sle will. let all the men be prepared for a des- 
perate stnggle.”’ 

“ You «e right, Antonio,” replied the governor; “go 
aft, captain and haul down the colours ;—let us see 
what she des now. Down, my boys! and prepare the 
men to do tleir duty.” 

As Antonb had predicted, so soon as the colours were 
hauled down, the schooner ceased firing and made sail. 
She ranged upon the quarter of the ship, and up to her 
main peak soatd the terrific black flag; her broadside 

was poured inte the Indiaman, and before the smoke 
had cleared away, there was a concussion from the meet- 
ing sides, and thebearded pirates poured upon her decks. 

The crew of the Portuguese, with the detachment of 


sight of the black flag had struck ice into every heart, |but her eye discovered not what she sought—it was met 
but the feeling was resolved into one of desperation. only by the bearded faces of the pirate-crew, and the 

“ Knives, men—knives!” roared Antonio, rushing on | blood which bespattered the deck. 
to the attack, followed by the most brave. She covered her face with her hands. 

“ Blood for blood !” cried the second mate, aiming a} “ Bring that man forward,” said Cain, pointing to the 
blow at the old man. servant. “ Who are you?” 

“ You have it,” replied Antonio, as his knife entered} “ A servant of my lord the bishop.” 
the pirate’s heart, while, at the same moment, he fell,| “And you?” continued the captain. 
and was himself a corpse. “A poor sacristan attending upon my lord the bishop.” 

The struggle was deadly, but the numbers and fero- ‘And you?” cried he to the third. 
city of the pirates prevailed. Cain rushed forward fol- The supercargo of this vessel.” 
lowed by Hawkhurst, bearing down all who opposed Put him aside, Hawkhurst!’ 
them. With one blow from the pirate-captain, the head ‘Do you want the others?” 
of Don Ribiera was severed to the shoulder; a second |signiticantly. 
struck down the eldest son, while the sword of Hawk-| “ No.” 
hurst passed through the body of the other. The Por-}| Hawkhurst gave a signal to some of the pirates, who 
tuguese captain had already fallen, and the men no /|led away the sacristan and the servant. A stifled shriek 
longer stood their ground. A general massacre ensued, |and a heavy plunge in the water were heard a few se- 
and the bodies were thrown overboard as fast as the men |conds after. During this time, the pirate had been ques- 
were slaughtered. In less than five minutes there was /|tioning the supercargo as to the contents of the vessel 
not a living Portuguese on the bloody decks of the ill-|and her stowage, when he was suddenly interrupted by 
fated ship. one of the pirates, who, in a hurried voice, stated that 
the ship had received several shot between wind and 
water, and was sinking fast. Cain, who was standing 
on the slide of the carronade with his sword in his hand, 
raised his arm and struck the pirate a blow on his head 
with the hilt, which, whether intended or not, fractured 

“Pass the word for not a man to go below, Hawk-|his skull, and the man fell upon the deck. 
hurst !”’ said the pirate-captain, “Take that, babbler! for your intelligence; if these 

“TT have, sir; and sentries are stationed at the hatch-}men are obstinate, we may have worked for nothing.” 
ways. Shall we haul the schooner off?” The crew, who felt the truth of their captain's re- 

“No, let her remain; the breeze is faint already ; we | mark, did not appear to object to the punishment inflict- 
shall have a calm in half an hour. Have we lost many | ed, and the body of the man was dragged away. 
men ?” “ What mercy can we expect from those who show 

«“ Only seven, that I can reckon; but we have lost|}no mercy even to each other?” observed the bishop, 
Wallace” (the second mate.) lifting up his eyes to heaven. 

« A little promotion will do no harm,” replied Cain ; “ Silence!” cried Cain; who now interrozated the 
“take a dozen of our best men and search the ship,|supercargo as to the contents of the hold—the poor man 
there are others alive yet. By the by, send a watch on | answered as well as he could—«the plate! the money 
board of the schooner; she is left to the mercy of the | for the troops—where are they ?” 

Kroumen, and . | ‘The money for the troops is in the spirit-room, but 

« One who is better out of her,” replied Hawkhurst.! of the plate I know nothing; it is in some of the cases 
«“ And those we find below ” continued the mate. belonging to my lord bishop.” 

« Alive!” | “ Hawkhurst ! down at once into the spirit-room and 

«True; we may else be puzzled where to find that/see to the money; in the mean time I will ask a few 
portion of her cargo which suits us,” said Hawkhurst, questions of this reverend father.” 
going down the hatchway to collect the men who were} “ And the supercargo—do you want him any more ?” 
plundering on the main deck and in the captain’s cabin. «“ No; he may go.” 

“Here, you Maltese! up, there, and look well round} ‘The poor man fell down on his knees in thankfulness 
if there is any thing in sight,” said the captain, walking at what he considered his escape: he was dragged away 
aft. |by the pirates, and, it is scarce ly ne cessary to add, that 
Before Hawkhurst had collected the men and ordered in a minute his body was torn to pieces by the sharks, 
them on board of the schooner. as usual in those lati-| who, scenting their prey from a distance, were now play- 
tudes, it had fallen a perfect calin. jing in shoals around the two vessels. 

Where was Francisco during this scene of blood?) ‘The party on the quarter deck were now (unperceived 
He had remained in the cabin of the schooner. Cain) by the captain) joined by Francisco, who, hearing from 
had more than once gone down to him, to persuade him | the Krouman, Pompey, that there were prisoners still on 
to come on deck and assist at the boarding of the Portu-,board, and amongst them two females, had come over to 
guese, but in vain—his sole reply to the threats and soli- | plead the cause of mercy. 

citations of the pirate was,— 
«“ Do with me as you please—I have made up my} 
mind—you know I do not fear death—so long as I re-| pause, “ you have many articles of value in this ves- 
main on board of this vessel I will take no part in your |sel !” 

atrocities. If you do respect my mother’s memory,| “None,” replied the bishop, “except this poor girl ; 
suffer her son to seek an honest and honourable liveli- | she is, indeed, beyond price, and will, I trust, be soon an 
hood.” jangel in heaven.” | 

These words of Francisco were ringing in the ears} “ Yet is this world, if what you preach be true, a pur- 
of Cain as he walked up and down on the quarter deek 'gatory which must be passed through previous to arriv- 
of the Portuguese vessel, and, debased as he was, he ing there, and that girl may think death a blessing com- 
could not help feeling that the youth was his equal in pared to what she may expect if you refuse to tell me 
animal, and his superior in mental, courage—he was | what I would know. You have good store of gold and 
arguing in his own mind upon the course he should pur-| silver ornaments for your churches—whcere are they ?”’ 
sue with respect to Francisco, when Hawkhurst made! “They are among the packages entrusted to my care.” 
his appearance on deck, followed by his men, who drag- | “ How many may you have in all?” 

ged up six individuals who had escaped the massacre. | “ A hundred, if not more. 

These were the bishop; his niece; a Portuguese girl,) “ Will you deign to inform me where I may find what 
her attendant; the supercargo of the vessel; a sacris- I require ?” 

tan; and a servant of the ecclesiastic: they were hauled} “ The gold and silver are not mine, but are the pro- 
along the deck and placed in a row before the captain, | perty of that God to whom they have been dedicated,” 
who cast his eyes upon them in severe scrutiny. The replied the bishop. ; 
bishop and his niece looked round, the one proudly meet-| _“ Answer quickly ; ne moe subterfuge, good sir. 
ing the eye of Cain, although he felt that his hour was | Where is it to be found ! 
come ; the other, carefully avoiding his gaze, and glanc-|_“ I will not tell, thou blood-stained man ; at least, in 
ing round to ascertain whether there were any other | this instance, there shall be disappointment, and the sea 


- 


enquired Hawkhurst, 
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CHAPTER IX. 


THE CAPTURE. 














“ Most reverend father,” observed Cain, after a short 





troops, still formed a considerable body of men. The 








prisoners, and, if so, if her betrothed was amongst them; |shall swallow up those carthly treasures, to obtain which 
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thou hast so deeply imbrued thy hands. Pirate! [ re-| 


peat it, I will not tell.” 

“ Seize that girl, my lads!’ cried Cain ; “ she is yours, 
do with her as you please.” 
“Save me! oh, save me!” shricked Teresa, clinging 
to the bishop's robe. 

The pirates advanced and laid hold of Teresa. 
cisco bounded from where he stood behind the captain, 
and dashed away the foremost. 

‘Are you men?” cried he 
“ i jy sir, Thonour you. Alas! I 


continued Francisco, mournfully. 


as the pirates retreated. 
cannot save you, 
my knees—by the 
affection you once bore me—do not commit this horrid 
deed. My lads!” 
pirate s, OI 
too brave, too manly, to injure the he ‘Ipless and the in- | 
all to shed the blood of a holy man, and | 


love you bore my mother—by the 


nocent—above 
of this poor treinbling maiden.” 


There was a pause—even the pirates appeared to side | 
with Francisco, tough none of them dared to speak. 
‘The muscles of 
tion, but from what source could not be ascertained. 
4t this moment the interest of the scene was height- 
ened. The girl who atten 
her knees with terror, 
upon the men which composed the pirate-crew ; sud- 
denly she uttered a scream of delight 
hat she well knew. Ie was 


the captain’s face quivered with emo- 


1 ‘l'eresa, crouched on 
fearful eyes 


led up 
had been casting her 
as she discovered 
among them one a young 
man, about twenty-live years of age, with littl or no 
beard. He had been her lover in his more innocent 


days; and sh had mourned him 


e, for more tha 


vessel in w 


1a year, 
as dead, for the hich he sailed bad never been 
heard of. It had been taken by the pirate, and, to save 
we life, he had joined the crew. 
‘Filippo! Filippo!” screamed the girl, rushing into 
] is arms. Mistress! it is Filippo; and we are safe.” 
Filippo instantly the sight of her| 
brought back to his memory his days of happiness and 


and the Jovers were cla sped in each other’s 


recognised her: 


of innocence 5 


ther! I charge you,” repeated Francisco, again appeal- 
ing to the captain. 
* May God bless thee, thou good young man,” said 
: i, 3 
op, advancing and placing his hand upon Fran- 


cisco’s hea 

Cain answered not; but his broad expanded chest} 
heaved with emotion—when Hawkhurst burst into the 
group. 


Ve are too late for the money, captain; the we ater | 


is already six 


treasure.” 

This intelligence appearc d to check the current of the 
captain’s feelings. 

* Now, in one word, siz,” said he to the bishop, 


” 





“where isthe treasure ! trifle not, or, by heaven 
} 


“Name not heaven,” replied the bishop: “ you have 
had my answer.” 

The captain tucned away, and gave some directions 
to Hawkhurst, who hastened below, 

* Remove that bor,” said Cain 
to Francisco, * Separate those tw 


jooking towards Filippo aud the 


o fools.” continued he, 
giil, who were sobbing 
in each other's arms. 

« Never!” cried Filippo. 

« Throw the girl to the sharks! Do you hear! 

to be obeyed !” cried Cain, raising his cutlass. 

Filippo started up, disengaged himself from the girl, 
rushed towards the captain, to 


am I 


and, drawing his knife a 
plunge it in his bosom, 
With the quickness of lightniag the captain caught | 
his uplitted hand, and, breaking his wrist, hucled him to 

the r ty 
In lee J Ss 


«You shall not separate us,” said 


eried he, with a sneer. 
Filippo, attempting 
do rise, 
«I do not intend it, replied Cain; 
‘lash them both together, and launch them overboard.” 
This order was now obeyed ; for the pirates not only 
quailed before the captain's cool courage, but were indig- | 
nant that his life had wren attempted, There was little 
oecasion to tie the unl nappy pair together ; they were 


locked so fast in each other's arms, that it would have 


my good lad,” 


Fran- | 


«Yet will I try. On| 


continued Francisco, appealing to the | 
vith me and entreat your captain ; ye ere | 


Lem !—by the spirit of my mo- | 


feet above it. We must now try for the | 


to the pirates, pointing | 
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been impossible almost to separate them. In this state they 
| were carried to the entering-port, and cast into the sea. 

“ Monster!” cried the bishop, as he heard the splash, 

“thou wilt have a heavy reckoning for this.” 

« Now bring these forward,” said Cain, with a savage 
| voice. 

The bishop and his niece were led to the gangway. 

« What dost thou see, good bishop ?”’ said Cain, point- 
jing to the discoloured water, and the rapid motion of the 
‘fins of the slarks—eager in the anticipation of a further 
| supply. 

“I see ravenous creatures after their kind,” replied 
the bishop, “ who will, in all probability, soon tear asun- 
der these poor limbs; but I see no monster like thyself. 
Teresa, dearest, fear not; there is a God, an avenging 
God, as well as a rewarding one,” 

But Teresa’s eyes were closed—she could not look 
upon the scene. 

«“ You have your choice ; first torture, and then your 
body to those sharks fer your own portion: and, as for 
| the ‘girl, this moment I hand her over to my crew.” 
| « Never!” shrieked Teresa, springing from the deck 
jand plunging into the wave. 
| ‘There was the splash of contention, the lashing of 

tails, until the water was in a foam, and then the dark 
colour gradually cleared away, and nought was to be 
seen but the pure blue wave and the still unsatiated 
/monsters of the deep. 

| “The screws—the screws—quick ! we'll have the se- 
cret from him,” 
crew, who, villains as they were, had been shocked at 
this last catastrophe—* Seize him !” 

“Touch him not!” cried Francisco, standing on the 
hammock-nettings: “touch him not, if you are men.” 

Boiling with rage, Cain let go the arm of the bishop, 

jdrew his pistol, and leveled it at Francisco. The bishop 
[threw up the arm of Cain as he fired; saw that he had 
|missed his aim, and clasped his hands, raising his eyes 
to heaven in thankfulness at Francisco’s escape. In this 
position he was collared by Hawkhurst, whose anger 
| overcame his discretion, and who hurled him threugh 
| the entering-port into the sea. 

“ Officious fool!” muttered Cain, when he perceived 

what the mate had done. Then, recollecting himself, he 
cried, —“ Seize that boy, and bring him here.” 
One or two of the crew advanced to obey his orders; 
jbut Pompey and the Kroumen, who had been attentive 
to what was going on, had collected round Francisco, 
and a scuffle ensued. The pirates, not being very deter- 
mined, nor very anxious to take Francisco, allowed him 
to be hurried away in the centre of the Kroumen, who 
bore him safely to the schooner. 

In the mean time, Hawkhurst and the major part of 
the men on board of the ship, had been tearing up the 
j hold to obtain the valuables, but without success. The 
| water had now reached above the orlop deck, and all fur- 
ther attempts were unavailing. ‘The ship was settling 
|fast, and it became necessary to quit her, and haul off 
|the schooner, that she might not be endangered by the 
jvortex of the sinking vessel. Cain and Hawkhurst, with 
itheir disappointed crew, returned on board the schooner, 
jand, before they had succeeded in detaching the two ves- 
sels a cable’s length, the ship went down with all the 
treasure so coveted. The indignation and rage which 
were expressed by the captain as he rapidly walked the 
deck in company with his first mate—his violent gesti- 
culations—proved to the crew that there was mischief 
brewing. Francisco did not return to the cabin; he 
remained forward with the Kroumen, who, although but 
a small portion of the ship’s company, were known to 
be resolute and not to be despised. It was also observed 
that all of them had supplied themselves with arms, and 
| were collected forward, huddled together, watching every 
|motion and maneuvre, and talking rapidly in their own 
‘language. ‘The schooner was now steered to the north- 
| westward under all press of sail. ‘The sun again disap- 
peared, but Francisco returned not to the cabin—he 
| went below, surrounded by the Kroumen, who appeared 
to have devoted themselves to his protection. Once 
during the night, Hawkhurst summoned them on deck, 
| but they ebeyed not the order; and, to tae expostulation 
‘of the boatswain’s mate who eame down, they made no 
reply. But there were many of the pirates in the 











schooner who appeared to coincide with the Kroumen 


cried the pirate-captain, turning to his} some ammunition. 


lany in the most profligate of societies; and, among the 
pirate’s crew, some were not yet wholly debased. The 
foul murder of a holy man—the*cruel fate of the beau- 
tiful Teresa—and the barbarous conduct of the captain 
towards Filippo and his mistress, were deeds of an atro- 
city to which even the most hardened were unaccustomed. 
Francisco’s pleadings in behalf ‘of mercy were at least 
no crime; and yet they considered that Francisco was 
doomed. He was a general favourite; the worst dis- 
posed of the pirates, with the exception of Hawkhurst, 
if they did not love, could not forbear respecting him; 
although, at the same time, they felt that if Francisco 
remained on board, the power even of Cain himself 
would soon be destroyed. For many months Hawkhurst, 
who detested the youth, had been most earnest that he 
should be sent out of the schooner. Now he pressed 
the captain for his removal in any way, as necessary for 
their mutual safety, pointing out to Cain the conduct 
of the Kroumen, and his fears that a large proportion of 
the ship’s company were equally disaffected. Cain felt 
the truth of Hawkhurst’s representation; and he went 
down to his cabin to consider upon what should be done, 

It was past midnight, when Cain, worn out with the 
conflicting passions of the day, fell into an uneasy slum- 
ber. His dreams were of Francisco’s mother—she ap- 
peared to him pleading for her son, and Cain “ babbled 
in his sleep.” At this time Francisco, with Pompey 
had softly crawled aft, that they might obtain, if the 
found the captain asleep, the pistols of Francisco, witl 
Pompey slipped in first, and starte, 
back when he heard the captain’s voice. ‘They remai 
ed at the cabin-door listening, No—no,” muttered Cai 
“he must die—useless—plead_ not, woman !—I kno 
murdered thee—plead not, he dies! 

In one of the sockets of the silver lamp there was} 
lighted wick, the rays of which were sufficient to aff 
a dim view of the cabin. Francisco, overhearing 
words of Cain, stepped in, and walked up to the sidef 
the bed. “Boy! plead not,” continued Cain, lying jn 
his back, and breathing heavily—« plead not—woma! 
to-morrow he dies.” A pause ensued, as if the sleeg 
man was listening to a reply. “ Yes, as I murdered the, 
so will I murder him.” 

«“ Wretch,” said Francisco, in a low solemn vice, 
«didst thou kill my mother?” > 

«T did—I did,” responded Cain, still sleeping 

«And why?” continued Francisco, who, at thi ac- 
knowledgment on the part of the sleeping captainwas 
careless of discovery. 

«In my mood—she vexed me,” answered Cain. 

“Fiend! thou hast then confessed it,” cried “ran- 
cisco, in a loud voice, which awoke the captais who 
started up, but, before his senses were well recoveed, or 
his eyes opened so as to distinguish their forms Pom- 
pey struck out the light, and all was darkness; e then 
put his hand to Francisco’s mouth, and led hirout of 
the cabin. 

«“ Who’s there ?—who’s there?” cried Cain. 

The officer in charge of the deck hastened own.— 
“Did you call, sir?” 

“Call!” repeated the captain—* I thought there was 
some one in the cabin. I want a light—that’s all,’con- 
tinued he, recovering himself, as he wiped the col per- 
spiration from his forehead. 

In the mean time Francisco, with Pompey, ha gain- 
ed his former place of refuge with the Kroumen The 
feelings of the young man changed from agony to re- 
venge; his object in returning to the cabin tc recover 
his weapons had been frustrated, but his detemination 
now was to take the life of the captain if ly possibly 
could. The following morning the Kroume) again re- 
fused to work or go on deck; and the state ofaffairs was 
reported by Hawkhurst to his chief. The mate now as- 
sumed another tone; for he had sounded mt the majo- 
rity, but the most steady and iafluential nen on board, 
who, like himself, were veterans in crime. 

“Tt must be, sir; or you will no longercommand this 
vessel. I am desired to say so.” 

“Indeed !” replied Cain, with a sneer, “ perhaps you 
have already chosen my successor.” 

Hawkhurst perceived that he had lot ground, and he 
changed his manner. “I speak but fer yourself; if you 
do not command this vessel I shall na remain in her—if 
you quit her, I quit also; and we mist find another.” 





in their regard for Franciscy. 


There are shades of vil- 


Cain was pacified, and the subjec: was not renewed. 
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« Turn the hands up,” at last said the captain. The 
pirate-crew assembled aft. 
« My lads, I am sorry that our laws oblige me to make 
an example; but mutiny and disaffection must be pun- 
ished. I-am equally bound as yourselves by the laws 
which we have laid down for our guidance while we sail 
together ; and you may believe that in doing my duty in 
this instance, I am guided by a sense of justice, and 
wish to prove to you that I am worthy to command. 
Francisco has been with me since he was a child; he 
has lived with me, and it is painful to part with him: 
but I am here to see that our laws are putin force. He 
has been guilty of repeated mutiny and contempt, and— 
he must die.” 
“ Death! death!” cried several of the pirates in ad- 
vance—*“ death and justice !” 
«No more murder!” said several voices from behind. 

«“ Who’s that—that speaks ?” 

«Too much murder yesterday—no more murder !” 

shouted several voices at once. 

« Let the men come forward who speak,” cried Cain, 

with a withering look. No one obeyed this order. « Down, 
then, my men! and bring up Francisco.” 

The whole of the pirate-crew hastened below, but 

with different intentions; some were determined to seize 
Francisco, and hand him over to death—others to pro- 
tect him. A confused noise was heard—the shouts of 
Down, and seize him! opposed to those of Wo mur- 
der! No murder ! 

Both parties had snatched up their arms; those who 
sided with Francisco joined the Kroumen, whilst the 
others also hastened below to bring him on deck. A 
slight scuffle ensued before they separated, and ascer- 
tained by the separation the strength of the contending 
parties. Francisco, perceiving that he was joined by a 
large body, desired his men to follow him, went up the 
fore ladder, and took possession of the forecastle. The 
pirates on his side supplied him with arms, and Francisco 
stood forward in advance. Hawkhurst, and those of 
the crew who sided with him, had retreated to the quar- 
ter deck, and rallied round the captain, who leaned against 
the capstern, ‘They were then able to estimate their 
comparative strength. The number, on the whole, pre- 
ponderated in favour of Francisco; but on the captain’s 
side were the older and more athletic of the crew, and, 
we may add, the more determined. Still, the captain 
and Hawkhurst perceived the danger of their situation, 
and it was thought advisable to perley for the present, 
and wreak their vengeance hereafter. For afew minutes 
there was a low consultation between both parties; at 
last Cain advanced. 

“ My lads,” said he, addressing those who had rallied 
round Francisco, “I little thought that a firebrand would 
have been cast in this vessel to set us all at variance. 
It was my duty, as your captain, to propose that our 
laws should be enforced. ‘Tell me, now, what it is that 
you wish. 
the sense of the whole crew. I have no animosity against 
that lad; I have loved him—TI have cherished him ; but, 
like a viper, he has stung med& return. 


I am only here as your captain, and to take /other, as if they never had been opposed. 








Hawkhurst, and all you who are now opposed to me, 
“ Yes—yes,” shouted all the pirates. 
my charge, if he dares.” 


yards of Francisco, 

« Well, boy, I’m here; and what is your charge ?” 

“ First—I ask you, Captain Cain, who are so anxious 
that the laws should be enforced, whether you acknow- 
ledge that ¢ Blood for blood’ is a just law ?”’ 

“ Most just: and, when shed, the party who revenges 
is not amenable.” 

“Tis well: then, villain that thou art, answer—Didst 
thou not murder my mother ?” 

Cain, at this accusation, started. 

« Answer the truth, or lie like a recreant,” repeated 
Francisco; “ Did you not murder my mother ?” 

The captain’s lips and the muscles of his face quivered, 
but he did not reply. 

“ Blood for blood !” cried Francisco, as he fired his 
pistol at Cain, who staggered, and fell on the deck. 

Hawkhurst and several of the pirates hastened to the 
captain, and raised him. 

“She must have told him last night,” said Cain, speak- 
ing with difficulty, as the blood flowed from the wound. 

“ He told me so himself,’ said Francisco, turning 
round to those who stood by him. 

Cain was taken down into the cabin. 
tion, his wound was not mortal, although the loss of 
blood had been rapid and very great. In a few minutes 
Hawkhurst joined the party on the quarter deck. He 
found that the tide had turned more in Francisco’s fa- 
vour than he had expected ; the law of “ Blood for blood” 
was held most sacred: indeed, it was but the knowledge 
that it was solemnly recognised, and that, if if one pi- 
rate wounded another, that other was at liberty to take 
his life, without punishment, which prevented constant 
affrays between parties, whose knives would otherwise 
have been the answer to every affront. It was a more 
debased law of duelling, which kept such profligate as- 
sociates on good terms. Finding, therefore, that this 
feeling predominated, even among those who were op- 


On examina- 


thought it advisable to parley. 
« Hawkhurst,” said Francisco, “ Ihave but one request 


first land that we make. If you and your party engage 
to do this, ] will desire those who support me to return 
to their obedience.” 


others. Will you not, my men?” 
“ Agreed—agreed upon all sides,” cried the pirates, | 
throwing away their weapons and mingling with each | 





There is an old saying, that there is honour amongst 
thieves; and so it often proves. Every man in the ves- | 


Instead of be-|sel knew that this agreement would be strictly adhered | 


posed to Francisco on the other question, Hawkhurst | 


to make, which, if complied with, will put an end to this | 
contention ; it is, that you will put me on shore at the |escape from the island,” cried Hawkhurst. 


all of you as to another of your laws. I ask you,|that desolate as is that barren spot, I prefer it to re- 


'maining in your company. I will bring my chest up 


whether you have not one law which is, Blood for blood.” | immediately.” 


| *No—no; that was not a part of the agreement,” 


“ Then let your captain stand forward, and answer to | cried Hawkhurst. 


« Every man here has a right to his own property. I 


Cain curled his lip in derision, and walked within two appeal to the whole of the crew.” 
P ’ PE 


| “ True—true,” replied the pirates; and Hawkhurst 
found himself again in the minority. 

“ Be it so.” 
| The chest of Francisco was handed into the boat. 

} “Ts that all?” cried Hawkhurst. 

“ My lads, am I to have no provisions or water?” en- 

| quired Francisco. 

“ No,” replied Hawkhurst. 

“ Yes—yes,” cried most of the pirates. 

Hawkhurst did not dare put it to the vote; he turned 
isulkily away. The Kroumen brought up two breakers 
lof water, and some pieces of pork. 

ips Here, massa,” said Pompey, putting into Francisco's 
| hand a fishing-line with hooks. 

|} “Thank you, Pompey; but I had forgot—that book 
a the cabin—you know which I mean.” 

Pompey nodded his head, and went below; but it was 
some time before he returned, during which Hawkhurst 
| became impatient. It was a very small boat which had 
| been lowered down; it had a lJug-sail and two pair of 
isculls in it, and was quite full when Francisco's chest 
and the other articles had been put in. 

“ Come! I have no time to wait,” said Hawkhurst ; 
“in the boat !” 

Francisco shook hands with many of the crew, and 
wished all of them farewell. Indeed, now that they 
beheld the poor lad about to be cast ona desolate island, 
jeven those most opposed to him felt some emotions of 
jpity. Although they acknowledged that his absence 
| was necessary, yet they knew his determined courage ; 
}and with them that quality was always a strong appeal. 
| Who will row this lad ashore, and bring the boat 
| off?” 

“ Not I,” replied one; “it would haunt me ever 
afterwards.” 

So they all appeared to think, for no one volunteered. 
Francisco jumped into the boat. 

“There is no room for any one but me; and I will 
“ Farewell, my lads! 


| 


|row myself on shore,” cried he. 
farewell !” 
| 

“Stop! not so; he must not have the boat—he may 


“And why shouldn’t he, poor fellow?” replied the 
men; “let him have the boat.” 
«“ Yes—yes, let him have the boat; and Hawkhurst 


“TI grant it,” replied Hawkherst; “ and so will the|was again overruled. 


* Here, Massa Francisco—here de book.’ 

“ What’s that, sir?” cried Hawkhurst, snatching the 
book out of Pompey’s hand. 

‘“ Him, massa, Bible.”’ Francisco waited for the book. 

“ Shove off!” cried Hawkhurst. 

“ Give me my book, Mr. Hawkhurst.” 

“No Y } 


replied the malignant rascal, tossing the 


ing in arms against eaca other, ought we not to be/to; and Francisco now walked the deck with as much | Bible over the taflrail; “he shall not have that. I've 


united? 
which is this: Let the sentence go by vote or ballot, if 


I have, therefore, one proposal to make to you,| composure as if nothing had occurred. 


Hawkhurst, who was aware that he must fulfil his 


you please; and whatever the sentence may be, I shall | promise, carefully examined the charts when he went 


be guided by it. Can I say more?” 


“ My lads,” replied Francisco, when the captain had |schooner two points more to the northward. 
done speaking, “I think it better that you should accept | morning he was up at the mast-head nearly half an hour, 


down below, came up and altered the course of the| 


The next 


heard say that there is consolationin it to the afflicted.” 

Francisco shoved off his boat, and, scizing his sculls, 
pushed astern, picked up the book, which still floated, 
and laid it to dry on the after-thwart of the boat. He 
then pulled in for the shore. In the meantime the 
schooner had let draw her foresheet, and had already left 
Before Francisco had 


this proposal, rather than that blood should be shed. 
My life is of little consequence; say, then, will you 
agree to the vote, and submit to those laws, which, as 
the captain says, have been laid down to regulate the 
discipline of the vessel ?”’ 

The pirates on Francisco’s side looked round among 
their party, and, perceiving that they were the most nu- 
merous, consented to the proposal; but Hawkhurst 
stepped forward and observed: “ Of course, the Krou- 
men can have no votes, as they do not belong to the 
vessel.” 

This objection was important, as they amounted to 
twenty-five, and, after that number was deducted, in all 
probability, Francisco’s adherents would have been in 
the minority. ‘The pirates with Francisco objected, and 
again assumed the attitude of defence. 

«“ One moment,” said Francisco, stepping in advance ; 


nine o'clock, a low sandy island appeared on the lee bow ; 
when within half a mile of it, he ordered the schooner | 
to be hove to, and lowered down the small boat from the 
stern. He then turned the hands up. “ My lads, we 
must keep our promise, to put Francisco on shore at the 
first land which we made. There it is;” and a mali- 
cious smile played on the miscreant’s features, as he 
pointed out to them the barren sand-bank, which pro- 
mised nothing bat starvation and a lingering death. 
Several of the crew murmured; but Hawkhurst was 
supported by his own party, and had, moreover,ytaken the 
precaution quietly to remeye all the arms, with the ex- 
ception of those with whieh his adherents were provided. 
«“ An agreement is an agreement; it is what he re- 
quested himself, and we promised to perform, Send for 
Francisco.” 





“before this point is settled, I wish to take the sense of 





when he descended, and again altered the course. By |him a quarter of a mile astern. 


gained the sand-bank, she was hull-down to the north- 
ward. 


—p— 
CHAPTER X. 
THE SAND-BANK. 


The first half hour that Francisco was on this deso- 
late spot he watched the receding schooner : his thoughts 
were unconnected and vague. Wandering through the 
various scenes which had passed on the decks of that ves- 
sel, and recalling to his memory the different characters 
of those on board of her, much as he had longed to quit 
her—disgusted as he had been with those with whom he 
had been forced to associate; still, as her sails grew 
fainter and fainter to his view, as she increased her dis- 
tance, he more than once felt that even remaining on 





“T am here, Hawkhurst; and I tell you candidly, 
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board of her would have been preferable to his present 
deserted lot. “No, no!” exclaimed he, after a little 
farther reflection, “I had rather perish here, than con- 
tinue to witness the scenes which I have been forced to 
behold.” 

He once more fixed his eyes upon her white sails, and 
then sat down on the loose sand, and remained in deep 
and melancholy reverie until the scorching heat reminded 
him of his situation; he afterwards rose and turned his 
thoughts upon his present situation, and to what would 
be the measures most advisable to take. He hauled his 
little boat still farther on the beach, and attached the 
painter to one of the oars, which he fixed deep in the 
sand; he then proceeded to survey the bank, and found 
that but a small portion was uncovered at high-water ; 
for, trifling as was the rise of the tide, the bank was so 
low that the water flowed almost over it. The most ele- 
vated part was not more than fifteen feet above high- 
water mark, and that was a small knoll of about fifty feet 
in circumference. 

To this part he resolved to remove his effects: he 
returned to the boat, and, having lifted out his chest, the 
water and provisions, with the other articles which he 
had obtained, he dragged them up, one by one, until they 
were all collected at the spot he had chosen. He then 
took out of the boat the oars and little sail, which, for- 
tunately, had remained in her. His last object, to haul 
the little boat up to the same spot, was one which de- 
manded all his exertion ; but, after considerable fatigue, 
he contrived, by first lifting round her bow, and then her 
stern, to effect his object. 

Tired and exhausted, he then repaired to one of the 
breakers of water and refreshed himself. he heat, as 
the day advanced, had become intolerable ; but it stimu- 
lated him to fresh exertion. He turned over the boat, 


for sufficient air to support life, as he lay under the 
shade of the boat during the whole of that day; not a 
breath of wind disturbed the glassy wave—all nature 


appeared hushed into one horrible calm. It was not 
that Francisco ventured forth from his retreat; but he 
found little relief; there was an unnatural closeness in 
the air—a suffocation unusual even in those climes. 
Francisco cast his eyes up to the vault of heaven, and 
was astonished to find that there were no stars visible— 
a gray mist covered the whole firmament. He directed 
his view downwards to the horizon, and that, too, was 
not to be defined ; there was a dark bank all around it. 
He walked to the edge of the sand-bank ; there was not 
even a ripple—the wide ocean appeared to be in a trance, 
in a state of lethargy or stupor. 

He parted the hair from his feverish brow, and once 
more surveying the horrible, lifeless, stagnant waste, his 
soul sickened, and he cast himself upon the sand. ‘There 
he lay for many hours in a state bordering upon wild 
despair. At last he recovered himself; and, rising to 
his knees, he prayed for strength, and submission to the 
will of Heaven. 

When he was once more upon his feet, and had again 
scanned the ocean, he perceived that there was a change 
rapidly approaching. The dark bank on the horizon 
had now risen higher up; the opaqueness was every 
where more dense; and low murmurs were heard, as if 
there was wind stirring aloft, although the sea was still 
glassy asa lake. Signs of some movement about to 
take place were evident, and the solitary youth watched 
and watched. And now the sounds increased—and 
here and there a wild thread of air—whence coming, 
who could tell? and as rapidly disappearing, would 
rufile, for a second, a portion of the stagnant sea. Then 





and contrived that the bow and stern should rest upon | 
two little hillocks, so as to raise it above the level of the! 
sand beneath it two or three feet; ~ 2 spread out the sail 
from the keel above, with the thole-pins as pegs, so as to 
keep off the rays of the sun. Dragging the breakers of 
water and the provisions underneath the boat, he left his 
chest outside; and, having thus formed for himself a 
sort of covering which would protect him from the heat 
of the day and the damp of the night, he crept in, to 
shelter himself until the evening. 

Although Francisco had not been on deck, he knew 
pretty well whereabouts he then Taking out a 
chart from his chest, he examined the coast to ascertain 
the probable distance which he might be from any pros- 
pect of succour. He calculated that he was on one of 
a patch of sand-banks, off the coast of Loango, and 
about seven hundred miles from the Isle of St. Thomas 
—the nearest place where he might expect to fall in 
with an European face. From the coast he felt certain 
that he could not be more than forty or fifty miles at the 
most; but could he trust himself among the savage na- 
tives who inhabited it? He knew how ill they had been 
treated by Europeans; for, at that period, it was quite 
as common for the slave-traders to land and take the in- 
habitants away as slaves by force, as to purchase them 
in the more northern territories: still, he might be for- 
tunate enough to fall in with some trader on the coast, 
as there were a few who still carried on a barter for gold- 
dust and ivory. 

We do not know—we cannot conceive—a situation 
much more deplorable than the one we have just de- 
scribed to have been that of Francisco. Alone—with- 
out a chance of assistance—with only a sufliciency of 
food for a few days, and cut off from the rest of his fel- 
low-creatures, with only so much terra firma as would 
prevent his being swallowed up by the vast, unfathom- 
able ocean, into which the horizon fell on every side 
around him, and his chance of escape how small! Hun- 
dreds of miles from any from whom he might expect 
assistance, and the only means of reaching them a small 
boat—a mere cockle-shell, which the first rough gale 
would inevitably destroy. 

Such, indeed, were the first thoughts of Francisco: 
but he soon recovered from his despondency. He was 


was. 


young, courageous, and buoyant with hope; and there 
is a feeling of pride—of trust in our own resources and 
exertions, which increases and stimulates us in propor- 
tion to our danger and difficulty ; it is the daring of the 
soul, proving its celestial origin and eternal duration. 


came whizzing sounds and moans, and then the rumbling 
noise of distant thunder—loud and louder yet—still 
louder—a broad black line is seen sweeping along the 
expanse of water—fearful in its rapidity—it comes !— 
it comes !—and the hurricane burst, at once and with 
all its force, and all its terrific sounds, upon the isolated 
Francisco. 

The first blast was so powerful and so unexpected 
that it threw him down; and prudence dictated to him 
to remain in that position, for the loose sand was swept 
off and whirled in such force as to blind and prevent 
his seeing a foot from him; he would have crawled to 
the boat for security, but he knew not in which direction 
to proceed. But this did not last; for now the water 
was borne up upon the strong wings of the hurricane, 
and the sand was rendered firm by its saturation with 
the element. 

Francisco felt that he was drenched, and he raised his 
head. All he could discover was, that the firmament 
was mantled with a darkness, horrible from its intensity, 
and that the sea was in one extended foam—boiling 
every where, and white as milk—but still smooth, as if 
the power of the wind had compelled it to be so; but 
the water had encroached, and one half the sand-bank 
was covered with it, while over the other the foam 
whirled, each portion chasing the other with wild ra- 
pidity. 

And now the windows of heaven were opened; and 
the rain, mingled with the spray caught up by the hur- 
ricane, was dashed and hurled upon the forlorn youth, 
who still lay where he had been first thrown down. But 
of a sudden, a wash of water told him that he could 
there remain no longer: the sea was rising—rising fast; 
and, before he could gain a few paces on his hands and 
knees, another wave, as if it chased him in its wrath, 
repeated the warning of his extreme danger, and he 
was obliged to rise on his feet and hasten to the high 
part of the sand-bank, where he had drawn up his boat 
and his provisions. 


Blinded as he was by the rain and spray, he could 
distinguish nothing. Of a sudden, he fell violently ; 
he had stumbled ever one of the breakers of water, and 
his head struck against his sea-chest. Where, then, was 
the boat? it was gone !—it must have been swept away 
by the fury of the wind. ! then, all chance was 
over! and, if not washed away by the angry waters, he 
had but to prolong his existence but a few days, and 
then to die. The effect of the blow he had received on 





So intense was the heat that Francisco almost panted 


his forehead, with the shock of mind occasioned by the 


until the shades of night were covering the solitude, 


| disappearance of the boat, overpowered him, and he re- 
mained for some time in a state of insensibility. 

When Francisco recovered, the scene was again 
changed ; the wide expanse was now in a state of wild 
and fearful commotion, and the waters roared as loud 
as did the hurricane. ‘The whole sand-bank, with the 
exception of that part on which he stood, was now 
covered with tumultuous foam; and his place of refuge 
| was occasionally invaded, when some vast mass, o’er- 

lording the other waves, expended all its fury even to 
his feet. Francisco prepared to die! 
| But gradually the darkness of the heavens disappeared, 
and there was no longer a bank upon the horizon ; and 
| Francisco hoped—alas ! hoped what?—that he might 
| be saved from the present impending death to be reserved 
for one still mere horrible ; to be saved from the fary of 
the waves, which would swallow him up, and in a few 
seconds remove him from all pain and _ suffering, to 
perish for want of sustenance under a burning sun; to 
be withered—to be parched to death—calling in his 
agony for water; and, as Franciseo thought of this, he 
covered his face with his hands, and prayed, “ Oh, God ! 
thy will be done! but, in thy mercy, raise—still higher 
raise—the waters !”’ 

But the waters did not rise higher. The howling of 
the wind gradually decreased, and the foaming seas had 
obeyed the Divine injunction—they had gone so far, but 
no farther! And the day dawned, and the sky cleared ; 
and the first red tints, announcing the return of light 
and heat, had appeared on the broken horizon, when the 
eyes of the despairing youth were directed to a black 
mass on the tumultuous waters. It was a vessel, with 
but one mast standing ; rolling heavily, and running be- 
fore the gale right on for the sand-bank where he stood ; 
her hull one moment borne aloft, and the next disappearing 
from his view in the hollow of the agitated waters. 
She will be dashed to pieces, thought Francisco ; she 
will be lost—they cannot see the bank! and he would 
have made a signal to her, if he had been able, to warn 
her of her danger, forgetting, at the time, his own deso- 
late situation. 

As Francisco watched, the sun rose, bright and joy- 
ous, over this scene of anxiety and pain. On came the 
vessel, flying before the gale; while the seas chased her 
as if they would fain overwhelm her. It was fearful to 
see her scud—agonising to know that she was rushing 
to destruction. 

At last he could distinguish those on board. He 
waved his hand, but they perceived him not; he shouted, 
but his voice was borne away by the gale. On came 
the vessel, as if doomed. She was within two cables’ 
length of the bank, when those on board perceived their 
danger. It was too late !—they rounded her to—another 
and another wave hurled her towards the sand. She 
struck !—her only remaining mast fell over the side— 
and the roaring waves hastened to complete their work of 
destruction and death! 








—<—>— 


CHAPTER XI. 
THE ESCAPE. 


Francisco’s eyes were fixed upon the vessel, over 
which the sea now broke with terrific violence. ‘There 
appeared to be about cight or nine men on her deck, 
who sheltered themselves under the weather bulwarks. 
Each wave, as it broke against her side and then dashed 
in foam over her, threw her, with a convulsive jerk, still 
farther on the sand-bank. At last she was so high up 
that their fury was partly spent before they dashed 
against her frame. Had the vessel been strong and well 
built; had she been a collier coasting the English shores, 
there was a fair chance that she might have withstood 
the fury of the storm until it had subsided, and that by 
remaining on board, the crew might have survived ; but 
she was of a very different mould, and, as Francisco 
justly surmised, an American brig, built for swift sailing, 
very sharp, and, moreover, very slightly put together. 

Francisco’s eyes, as may easily be supposed, were 
never removed from the only object which ‘could now 
interest him—the unexpected appearance and imminent 
danger of his fellow-creatures at this desolated spot. He 
perceived that two of the men went to the hatches, and 
slid them over to leeward: they then descended, and 





although the seas broke over the vessel, and a large 
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quantity of water must have poured into her, the hatches 
were not put on again by those who remained on deck. 
But in a few minutes this mystery was solved ; one after 
another at first, and then by dozens, poured forth out of 
the hold the kidnapped Africans, who composed her 
cargo. In a short time the decks were covered with 
them: the poor creatures had been released by the hu- 
manity of two of the English sailors, that they might 
have the same chance with themselves of saving their 
lives. Still, no attempt was made to quit the vessel. Hud- 
dled together, like a flock of sheep, with the wild waves 
breaking over them, there they all remained, both Eu- 
ropean and African ; and, as the heavy blows of the seas 
upon the sides of the vessel careened and shook her, 
they were seen to cling, in every direction, with no dis- 
tinction between the captured and their oppressors. 

But this scene was soon changed; the frame of the 
vessel could no longer withstand the violence of the 
waves; and, as Francisco watched, of a sudden it was 
seen to divide a-midships, and each portion to turn over. 
Then was the struggle for life; hundreds were floating 
on the raging element, and wrestling for existence, and 
the white foam of the ocean was dotted by the black 
heads of the negroes who attempted to gain the bank. It 
was an awful, terrible scene, to witness so many at one 
moment tossed and dashed about by the waves—so many 
fellow-beings threatened with eternity. At one moment, 
they were close to the beach, forced on to it by some tre- 
mendous wave; at the next, the receding water and the 
undertow swept them all back; and, of the many who 
had been swimming, one half had disappeared to rise no 
more. Francisco watched with agony as he perceived 
that the number decreased, and that none had yet gained 
the shore. At last he snatched up the haulyards of his 
boat’s sail which were near him, and hastened down to 
the spot to afford such succour as might be possible ; nor 
were his efforts in vain. As the seas washed the appa- 
rently inanimate bodies on shore, and would then have 
again swept them away to return them in mockery, he 
caught hold of them and dragged them safe on the bank, 
and thus did he continue his exertions until fifteen of the 
bodies of the negroes were spread upon the beach. Al- 
though exhausted and senseless, they were not dead, and 
long before he had dragged up the last of the number, 
many of those previously saved had, without any other 
assistance than the heat of the sun, recovered from their 
insensibility. 

Francisco would have continued his task of humanity, 
but the parted vessel had now been riven into fragments 
by the force of the waves, and the whole beach was 
strewed with her timbers and her stores, which were 
dashed on shore by the waters, and then swept back 
again by the return. Ina short time the severe blows he 
received from these fragments disabled him from further 
exertion, and he sank exhausted on the sand ; indeed, 
all further attempts were useless. All on board of the 
vessel had been launched into the sea at the same mo- 


H 


ment, and those who were not now on shore were past |even moved. 


all succour. Francisco waiked up to those who had 
been saved: he found twelve of them were recovered 


and sitting on their hams; the rest were still in a state/and it was not until he had used force, which in any 
of insensibility. He then went up to the knoll, where his | other case he would have dispensed with, that the negro 
chest and provisions had been placed; and, throwing|awoke from his state of lethargy and looked vacantly 
about him. 

The wind had lulled, the sun shone brightly, and the | language of the Kroumen, and he addressed the negro in 
sea was much less violent. ‘The waves had subsided, | that tongue. 
and, no longer hurried on by the force of the hurricane, | guage which, if not the same, had so great an affinity to 
broke majestically and solemnly, but not with the wild-|it, that communication became easy. 
ness and force which, but a few hours before, they had | ance of the negro, who used still less ceremony with his 
displayed. The whole of the beach was strewed with the | comrades, the remainder of them were awakened and a 
fragments of the vessel, with spars and water casks ; and | palaver ensued. 


himself down by them, surveyed the scene. 


every moment was to be observed the corpse of a negro 


turning round and round in the froth of the wave, and|to make a raft and go back to their own country ; ex- 
plaining to them that if they remained there, the water 

For an hour did he watch and reflect, and then he | and provisions would soon be exhausted, and they would 
walked again to where the men who had been rescued |all perish. ‘The poor creatures hardly knew whether to 
were sitting, not more than thirty yards from him; they | consider him a supernatural being or not; they talked 
were sickly emaciated forms, but belonging to a tribe who | among themselves ; they remarked at his having brought 
inhabited the coast, and who having been accustomed, | them fresh water the day before; they knew tltat he did 
from their infancy, to be all the day in the water, had | not belong to the vessel in which they had been wrecked, 
supported themselves better than the other slaves who|and they were puzzled. 


then disappearing. 


had been procured from the interior, or the European 
crew of the vessel, all of whom had perished. 





; good effect, which was, that they looked upon the youth 
The Africans appeared to recover fast by the heat of|as a superior and a friend, and most willingly obeyed 


them had revived, but those who were most in need of 
aid were neglected by the others. Francisco made signs 
to them, but they understood him not. He returned to 
the knoll, and, pouring out water in a tin pan from the 
breaker, brought it down to them. He offered it to one 
who seized it eagerly ; water was a luxury seldom ob- 
tained in the hold of a slave-vessel. The man drank 
deeply, and would have drained the cup, but Francisco 
prevented him, and held it to the lips of another. He 
was obliged to refill it three times before they had all 
been supplied: he then brought them a handful of bis- 
cuit and left them, for he reflected that, without some 
precautions, the whole sustenance would soon be seized 
by them and devoured. He buried half a foot deep, and 
covered over with sand, the breakers of water and the 
provisions ; and, by the time he had finished this task 
unperceived by the negroes, who still squatted together, 
the sun had again sunk below the horizon. Francisco 
had already matured his plans, which were, to form a 
raft out of the fragments of the vessel, and, with the as- 
sistance of the negroes, attempt to gain the main land. 
He lay down, for, the second night, on this eventful spot 
of desolation, and commending himself to the Almighty 
protection, was soon in a deep slumber. 

It was not until the powerful rays of the sun blazed 
on the eyes of the youth that he awoke, so tired had he 
been with the anxiety and fatigue of the preceding day, 
and the sleepless harrowing night which had introduced 
it; he arose and seated himself upon his sea-chest: how 
different was the scene from that of yesterday! Again 
the ocean slept, the sky was serene, and not a cloud to 
be distinguished throughout the whole firmament; the 
horizontal line was clear, even, and well defined ; a soft 
breeze just rippled over the dark blue sea which’now had 
retired to its former boundary, and left the sand-bank as 
extended as when first Francisco had been put on shore. 
But here the beauty of the landscape terminated, the fore- 
ground was horrible to look upon ; the whole of the beach 
was covered with the timbers of the wreck, with water- 
casks, and other articles, in some parts heaped and thrown 
up one upon another ; and, among them, lay jammed and 
mangled the bodies of the many who had perished. Th 
other parts there were corpses thrown up high and dry, 
or still rolling and turning to the rippling wave: it was 
a scene of desolation and of death. 

The negroes who had been saved were all huddled up 
together apparently in deep sleep, and Francisco quitted 
his elevated position and walked down to the low beach 
to survey the means which the disaster of others afforded 
him for his own escape. To his great joy he found not 
only plenty of casks, but many of them full of fresh 
water, provisions also in sufficiency, and, indeed, every 
thing that could be required to form a raft, as well as the 
means of support for a considerable time for himself and 
the negroes who had survived. He then walked up to 
them and called to them, but they answered not, nor 
He pushed them, but in vain; and his 
heart beat quick, for he was fearful they were dead from 
previous exhaustion. He applied his foot to one of them, 


Francisco had some little knowledge of the 
To his great joy, he was answered in lan- 


With the assist- 


Francisco soon made them understand that they were 


Whatever might be their speculations they had one 


changing a few words with each other. The whole of|to scrape away the sand, supplied them again with fresh 


water and biscuit. Perhaps the very supply, and the 
way in which it was given to them, excited their aston- 
ishment as much as any thing. Francisco ate with them, 
and selecting trom his sea-chest the few tools in his pos- 
session, desired them to follow him. The casks were 
collected and rolled up; the empty ones arranged for the 
raft; the spars were hauled up, cleared of the rigging, 
which was carefully separated for lashings; the one or 
two sails which had been found rolled up on the spars 
were spread out to dry ; and the provisions and articles of 
clothing, which might be useful, laid together on one 
side. ‘The negroes worked willingly, and showed much 
intelligence: before the evening closed, every thing which 
might be available was secured, and the waves now only 
tossed about lifeless forms and the small fragments ot 
timber which could not be serviceable. 

It would occupy too much time were we to detail all 
the proceedings of Francisco and the negroes for the 
space of four days, during which they laboured hard. 
Necessity is truly the mother of invention, and many 
were the ingenious resources of the party before they 


them and their provisions, with a mast and sail well se- 
cured. At length it was accomplished ; and, on the fifth 
day, Francisco and his men embarked, and having pushed 
clear of the bank with poles, they were at last able to 
hoist their sail to a fine breeze, and steer for the coast 
before the wind at the rate of about three miles an hour. 
But it was not until they had gained half a mile from 
the bank that they were no longer annoyed by the dread- 
ful smell arising from the putrefaction of so many bodies, 
for to bury them all would have been a work of too great 
time. The last two days of their remaining on the island, 
the effluvia had become so powerful as to be a source of 
the greatest horror and disgust even to the negroes. 

But before night, when the raft was about eight leagues 
from the sand-bank it fell calm, and continued so for the 
next day, when a breeze sprang up from the southeast, 
to which they trimmed their sail with their head to the 
northward. 

This wind, and the course steered, sent them off from 
the land, but there was no help for it, and Francisco felt 
grateful that they had such an ample supply of provi- 
sions and water to enable them to yield to a few days’ 
contrary wind without danger of want. But the breeze 
centinued steady and fresh, and they were now crossing 
the Bight of Renin; the weather was fine and the sea 
smooth; the flying fish rose in shoals, and dropped down 
into the raft, which still forced its way through the water 
to the northward. 

Thus did Francisco and his negro crew remain for a 
fortnight floating on the wide ocean without any object 
meeting their view. Day after day it was the same 
dreary “sky and water,” and, by the reckoning of Fran- 
cisco, they could not be far from the land, when, on the 
fifteenth day, they perceived two sail to the northward. 
Francisco’s heart bounded with joy and gratitude to 
Heaven; he had no telescope to examine them, but he 
steered directly for them, and, about dark, he made them 
out to be a ship and a schooner hove to. 

As Francisco scanned them, surmising what they 
might be, the sun set behind the two vessels, and, after 
it had sunk below the horizon their forms were, for a few 
minutes, delineated with remarkable precision and clear- 
ness. There could be no mistake. Francisco felt con- 
vinced that the schooner was the Avenger! and his first 
impulse was to run to the sweep with which they were 
steered, and put the head of the raft again to the north- 
ward. A moment’s reflection determined him to act 
otherwise; he lowered down his sail that he might es- 
cape observation, and watched the motions of the vessels 
during the few minutes of light which remained. That 
the ship had been captured, and that her capture had 
been attended with the usual scene of outrage and vio- 
lence, he had no doubt. He was now about four miles 
from them, and just as they were vanishing from his 
straining eyes, he perceived that the schooner had made 
all sail to the westward. Francisco feeling that he was 
then secure from being picked up by her, again hoisted 
his sail with the hope of reaching the ship, which, if not 
scuttled, he intended to remove on board of, and then 
make sail for the first port on the coast. But hardly had 
the raft regained her way when the horizon was lighted 








the sun, so oppressive to Francisco, and were now ex-| him. 





He led them up to the knoll, and, desiring them 


up, and he perceived that the pirates had set fire to the 





could succeed in forming a raft large enough to carry 
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yessel. Ther it was useless to proceed towards her; and 
Francisco again thought of putting the head of the raft to 
the northward, when the idea struck him, knowing the 
character and cruelty of the pirates, that there might be 
some unfortunate people lett on board to perish in the 
flames. He, therefore, continued his course, watching the 
burning vessel; the flames increased in violence, mounting 
up to the masts and catching the sails one alter the other. 
"Phe wind blew fresh, and the vesscl was kept betore the 
a circumstance which assured Francisco that there 
At first she appeare d to leave the| 


wind; 
were people on board. 
rait, but as her sails, one after another, were consumed by 

the element, so did she decrease her speed, and Francisco, 
in about an hour, was close to her and under her 
counte r. 

The ship was now one mass of fire, from her bows to] 
her mainmast; a volume of flame poured from her main | 
hold, rising higher than her lower masts, and ending in| 
a huge mass of smoke carried by the wind a-head of her;| 
the quarterdeck was still free from fire, but the heat on 





it was so intense, that those on board were all collected 
at the taffrail; and there they remained, some violent, | 


THE NAVAL ANNUAL. 








the West India station, commanding the tender. Now 
the name of the tender was the Enterprise ; and it is 
singular that she was one of two schooners built at 





of the court: it was too hot for a permanent abode, ang 
the governor only went there for a few hours each day, 
Edward Templemore remained a short time at the 


Baltimore, remarkable for their beauty and good quali-|island, and, at his departure, received the aforementioned 


Both 


ties ; yet how different were their employments! 


letter from the father to the English admiral, and an ag. 


had originally been built for the slave-trade ; now one/|surance of unalterable fidelity from the daughter to the 


hoisted the English pennant, and cruised as the Enter-| English lieutenant. 
prise ; the other threw out the black flag, and scoured | 


the seas as the Avenger. 


The Enterprise was fitted much in the same way as we | 
have already described her sister vessel,—that is, with | 
one long brass gun a-midships, and smaller ones for her | 
But in the numbers of their crew there was | 


broadside, 


On his return, he presented the 
letter, and the admiral was satisfied with his conduct, 
When ordered out to cruise, which he always was 
when there was nothing else to do, he submitted to the 
admiral whether, if he should happen to be near Porto 
Rico, he could not leave an answer to the Spanish g0- 
vernor’s letter; and the admiral, who knew the value of 


a great disparity ; tue Enterprise not being manned with | keeping up a good understanding with foreign relations, 


more than sixty-five English sailors, belonging to the 
admiral’s ship. She was employed, as most admirals’ 
tenders usual.y were, sometimes carrying a tender made 
for a supply of provisions, or a tender of services, if re- 
quired, trom the admiral; or, if not particularly wanted, 
with the important charge of a tender bill/et-douzx to some 
fair friend. But this is a tender subject to touch upon. 





In the mean time, it must be understood that she had 


took the hint, and gave him one to deliver, if convenient, 
The second mecting was, as may be supposed, more 
cordial than the first on the part of the young lady; not 
so, however, on the part of the duenna and holy friar, 
who soon found out that their charge was in danger from 
heretical opinions. 

Caution became necessary; and, as secrecy adds a 
charm to an amour, Clara received a long letter and a 


others in mute despair, for the Avenger’s people in their| the same commission to sink, burn, and destroy, as all/|telescope from Edward. The letter informed her that, 
barbarity had cut away and destroyed all the boats to| other of his majesty’s vessels, if any thing came in her | whenever he could, he would make his appearance in 


prevent their escape. From the light thrown round the} 
vessel, those on board had perceived the approach ot 
Francisco to their rescue, and immediately that it was] 


under the counter, and the sail lowered, almost all of 


Ina few minutes, without scarcely } 


them had descended by ropes, or the stern ladder, and 


gained a place in her. 


an exchange of a word they were all out of the brig, and 
Francisco pushed off just as the flames burst from the 
cabin windows, darting out in a horizontal line like the 
tongues of fiery serpents. ‘The raft, now encumbered 
with twelve more persons, Was then steered to the north-| 
ward; and as soon as those who had been saved had| 
been supplied with some water w hich they so much need- 
ed, Francisco obtained the intelligence which he desired. 
The ship was from Carthagena, South America; had 
sailed from thence to Lisbon with a Don Cumanos, who 
had large property up the Magdalen river. He had 
wished to visit a part of his family at Lisbon, and from | 
thence had sailed to the Canary isles, where he also had | 
property, in their way from Lisbon to South America. 
They had been beaten by stres of weather to the south- 
ward, and afterwards had been chased by the Avenger; 
being a very fast sailer she had run down several degrees 
When the pirate took 
possession, and found that she had little or no cargo of 
yalue to them, for her hold was chiefly filled with furni- 
ture and other articles for the use of Don Cumanos, 
angry at their disappointment, they had first destroyed 
all their boats and then set fire to the vessel, taking care 
not to leave her until all chance of the fire being put out 
And thus had these miscreants left inno- 


before she had been ¢ aptured. 


was hopeless. 
cent and unfortunate people to perish. 

Francisco heard the narrative of Don Cumanos, and 
then informed him in what manner he had left the 
schooner and his subsequent adventures. Francisco was 
now very anxious to make the land, or to obtain suc- 
cour from some vessel. he many who were now on 
board, and the time that he had already been at sea, 
oblized him to reduce the allowance of water. Fortune 
favoured him after all his trials; on the third day a ves- 
sel hove in sight, and they were seen by her. She made 
sail for them, and took them all on board. It was a 
schooner traflicking on the coast for gold-dust and ivory ; 
but the magnificent offers of Don Cumanos induced them 
to give up their voyage and run across the Atlantic to 
Carthagena. To Francisco it was of little moment 
where he went, and in Don Cumanos he had found a 
sincere friend. 

“You have been my preserver,” said the Spaniard ; 
«“ allow me to return the obligation—come and live with 
me.” 

As Francisco was equally pleased with Don Cuma- 
nos, he accepted the offer: they all arrived safely at Car- 
thagena, and from thence proceeded to his estate on the 
Magdalen river. 


—>—— 
CHAPTER XIX. 
THE LIEUTENANT. 


When we last mentioned Edward Templemore, we 
stated that he was a lieutenant of the admiral’s ship on 





way ; but, as she usually carried despatches, the real im- 
portance of which were, of course, unknown, she was not 
to go out of her way upon such service, 

Edward Templemore did, however, occasionally go a 
little out of lis way, and had lately captured a very fine 
privateer, after a smart action, for which he anticipated 
his promotion ; but the admiral thought him too young, 
and therefore gave the next vacancy to his own nephew, | 
who, the admiral quite forgot, was much younger. 

Edward laughed when he heard of it, upon his arrival 
at Port Royal; and the admiral, who expected that he 
would make his appearance pouting with disappoint- 
ment, when he came up to the Penn to report himself, 
was so pleased with his good-humour that he made a vow 
that Templemore should have the next vacancy; but 
this he also quite forgot, because Edward happened to 
be, at the time it occurred, on a long cruise,—and “ out 
of sight qut of mind” is a proverb so well established, 
that it may be urged as an excuse for a person who had 
so many other things to think of as the admiral intrusted 
with the command of the West India station. 

Lieutenant ‘Templemore had, in consequence, com- 
manded the Enterprise for nearly two years, and without 
grumbling ; for he was of a happy disposition, and passed | 
a very happy sort of life. Mr. Witherington was very in- | 
dulgent to him, and allowed him to draw liberally ; he | 
had plenty of money for himself or for a friend who re- 
quired it, and he had plenty of amusement. Amongst 
other diversions he had fallen most desperately in love ; 
for, in one of his trips to the Leeward Isles (so called from 
their being to windward) he had succoured a Spanish 
vessel, which had on board the new governor of Porto 
Rico, with his family, and had taken upon himself to 
land them on that island in safety ; for which service the 
English admiral received a handsome letter, concluding 
with the moderate wish that his excellency might live a 
thousand years, and Edward Templemore an invitation 
to go and see them whenever he might pass that way ; 
which, like most general invitations, was as much a com- 
pliment as the wish which wound up the letter to the 
admiral. It did, however, so happen that the Spanish 
governor had a very beautiful and only daughter, care- 
fully guarded by a duenna, and a monk who was the 
depository of all the sins of the governor’s establishment ; 





} 
| 





and it was with this daughter that Edward Temple- | 


more fell into the heresy of love. 

She was, indeed, very beautiful; and, like all her 
countrywomen, was ardent in her affections. The few 
days that she was on board the schooner with her father, 
during the time that the Enterprise convoyed the Spanish 
vessel into port, were quite sufficient to ignite two such 
inflammable beings as Clara d’Alfarez and Edward Tem- 
plemore. ‘The monk had been left on board of the leaky 
vessel ; there was no accommodation in the schooner for 
either him or the duenna, and Don Felix de Maxos de 
Cobas de Manilla d’Alfarez was too busy with his cigar 
to pay attention to his daughter. 

When they were landed, Edward Templemore was 
asked to their residence, which was not in the town, but 
a lovely bay on the south side of the island. The town 





mansion was appropriated to business and the ceremony 


his schooner off the south of the island, and await a siz. 
nal made by her at a certain window, acknowledging her 
recognition of his vessel. On the night of that signal, 
he would land in his boat and mect her at an appointed 
spot. This was all very delightful; and it so happened 
that Edward had four or five times contrived, during the 


jlast year, to meet Clara without discovery, and again 


and again to exchange his vows. It was agreed between 
them that when he quitted the station, she should quit 
her father and her home, and trust her future happiness 
to an Englishman and a heretic. 

It may be a matter of surprise to some of our readers 
that the admiral should not have discovered the frequent 
visits of the Enterprise to Porto Rico, as Edward was 
obliged to bring his log for examination every time that 
he returned; but the admiral was satisfied with Edward’s 
conduct, and his anxiety to cruise, when there was no. 
thing else for him to do, His logs were brought on 
shore to the admiral’s secretary, carefully rolled and 
sealed yp. The admiral’s secretary threw the packages 
on one side, and thought no more of the matter, and 
Edward had always a ready story to tell when he took 
his seat at the admiral’s dinner-table ; besides, he isa 
very unfit person to command a vessel who does not 
know how to write a log that will bear an inveatigation. 
A certain latitude is always allowed in every degree of 
latitude as well as longitude. 


The Enterprise had been despatched to Antigua, and 
Edward thought this an excellent opportunity to pay a 
visit to Clara d’Alfarez; he therefore, upon his return, 
hove to off the usual headland, and soon perceived the 
white curtain thrown out of the window. 

“ There it is, sir,” said one of the midshipmen who was 
near him—for he had been there so often that the whole 
crew of the Enterprise were aware of his attachment— 
“she has shown her flag of truce.” 

“A truce to your nonsense, Mr. Warren,” replied 
Edward, laughing; “ how came you to know any thing 
about it ?” 

«“T only judge by cause and effect, sir; and I know 
that I shall have to’go on shore and wait for you to-night.” 

« That’s not unlikely: but let draw the fore-sheet ; we 
must now get behind the headland.” 

The youngster was right: that evening, a little before 
dark, he attended his commander on shore, the Enter- 
prise lying to with a lantern at the peak. 

“Once more, dearest Clara!’ said Edward, as he 
threw off her long veil and pressed her in his arms. 

“ Yes, Edward, once more—but I am afraid only once 
more ; for my maid, Inez, has been dangerously ill, and 
has confessed to Friar Ricerdo. I fear much that, in her 
fright (for she thought that she was dying), she has told 
all. She is better now.” 

« Why should you imagine so, Clara?” 

“Oh, you know not what a frightened fool that Inez 
is when she is ill. Our religion is not like yours.” 

“« No, dear, it is not; but I will teach you a better.” 

“ Hush, Edward, you must not say that. Holy Vir- 
gin! if Friar Ricardo should hear you! I think that 
Inez must have told him, for he fixes his dark eyes upon 
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THE PIRATE. 











- " ” 
had not confessed.’ 
i i } : ” 
« Tell him to mind his own business. 


o earnestly. Yesterday he observed to me that I jtor of a gold mine near the town of Jambrano, about 


eighty miles farther up, and which mine had latterly 
become exceedingly productive. ‘The ore was brought 


«That is his business, and I was obliged to confess to |down the river in boats, and smelted in the outhouses 


him last night. I told him a great many things, and 
then he asked me if that was all. His eyes went through 


me. I trembled as I uttered an untruth—for I said it 


” 
yas. 
y «I confess my sins but to my Maker, Clara; and I 
confess my love but to you. Follow my plan, dearest !” 

«[ will half obey you, Edward. I will not fell my 
love.” 

« And sins you have none, Clara; so you will obey 
me in all.” 

« Hush, Edward, you must not say that. We all 
have sins; and, oh ! what a grievous sin they say it is to 
love you, who are a heretic! Holy Virgin, pardon me! 
but I could not help it.” 

«If that is your only sin, dearest, I can safely give 
you absolution.” 
a” Nay, Edward, don’t joke, but hear me. If Inez has 
confessed, they will look for me here; and we must not 
mect again—at least not in this place. You know the 
little bay behind the rock—it is not much farther off, 
and there is a cave where I can wait: another time it 
must be there.” 

«It shall be there, dearest; but is it not too near the 
beach? will you not be afraid of the men in the boat, 
who must see you ?” 

« But we can leave the beach. It is Ricardo, alone, 
that I am in dread of—and the Donna Maria. _ Merciful 
heaven! should my father know it all, we should be lost ! 
be separated for ever!” and Clara laid her forehead on 
Edward’s shoulder, as her tears fell fast. 

« There is nought to fear, Clara. Hush! I heard a 
rustling in those orange-trees. Listen!” 

«Yes! yes!” whispered Clara, hastily ; “ there is some 
one! Away! dear Edward, away !” 

Clara sprang from his side, and hastened up the grove. 
Edward made his retreat; and, flying down the rocky 
and narrow path through the underwood, was soon on 
the beach and into his boat. The Enterprise arrived at 
headéquarters, and Edward reported himself to the ad- 
miral. 

“I have work for you, Mr. Templemore,” said the ad- 
miral; “you must be ready to proceed on service imme- 
diately’ We've found your match.” 

“TI hope I may find her, sir,” replied the lieutenant. 

“T hope so, too; for, if you give a good account of her, 
it will put another swab on your shoulder. The pirate 
schooner which has so long infested the Atlantic has been 
seen and chased, off Barbadoes, by the Amelia; but it 
appears that there is not a vessel in the squadron which 
can come near her unless it be the Enterprise. She has 
since captured two West Indiamen, and was seen steer- 
ing with them towards the coast of Guiana. Now, Iam 
going to give you thirty additional hands, and send you 
after her.” 

“Thank you sir,” replied Edward, his countenance 
beaming with delight. 

“ How soon will you be ready ?” enquired the admiral. 

“To-morrow morning, sir.” 

“Very good. Tell Mr. Hadley to bring me the order 
for the men, and your sailing orders, and I will sign 
them; but recollect, Mr. Templemore, you will have an 
awkward customer. Be prudent—brave I know you to 
be.” 

Edward Templemore promised every thing, as most 
people do in such cases; and, before the next evening, 
the Enterprise was well in the offing, under a heavy 
press of sail. 7) 

— 


CHAPTER XIII. 
. THE LANDING. 


The property of Don Cumanos, to which he had re- 
tired with his family, accompanied by Francisco, ex- 
tended from the mouth of, to many miles up, the Mag- 
dalen river. It was a fine alluvial soil, forming one vast 
strip of rich meadow, covered with numerous herds of 
cattle. The house was not a hundred yards from the 
banks of this magnificent stream, and a small but deep 
creek ran up to the adjacent buildings,—for Don Cu- 
manos had property even more valuable, being proprie- 





near the creek to which we have just referred. 
It will be necessary to observe that the establishment 
jof the noble Spaniard was numerous, consisting of nearly 


or attached to the household. 

For some time Francisco remained here happy and 
contented ; he had become the confidential supervisor of 
Don Cumanos’s household, proved himself worthy of a 
trust so important, and was considered as one of the 
family. 

One morning, as Francisco was proceeding down to 
the smelting house to open the hatches of the small 
decked boats which had arrived from Jambrano with 
ore, and which were invariably secured with a padlock 
by the superintendent above, to which Don Cumanos 
had a corresponding key, one of the chief men informed 
him that a vessel had anchored off the mouth of the 
river the day before, and weighed again early that morn- 
ing, and that she was now standing off and on. 

“From Carthagena, probably, beating up,” replied 
Francisco. 

“ Valga me dios, if I know that, sir,” said Diego. “ 
should have thought nothing about it; but Giacomo and 
Pedio, who went out to fish last night, as usual, instead 


— 


since.” 

“Indeed! that is strange. 
before?” 

“Never, sir; and they have fished together now for 
seven years.” 

Francisco gave the key to the man, who opened the 
locks of the hatches, and returned it. 

«“ There she is!” cried the man; the head-sails mak- 
ing their appearance as the vessel opened to their view 
from the projecting point,—distant about four miles. 
Francisco directed his eye towards her, and; without fur- 
ther remark, hastened to the house. 

“ Well, Francisco!’ said Don Cumanos, who was 
stirring a small cup of chocolate,  what’s the news this 
morning ?” 

“The Nostra Sefora del Carmen and the Aguilla 
ave arrived, and I have just unlocked the hatches. ‘There 
is a vessel off the point which requires examination, and 
I have come for the telescope.” 

“ Requires examination! Why, Francisco?” 

«“ Because Giacomo and Pedro, who went fishing last 
night, have not returned; and there are no tidings of 
them.” 

“That is strange! 
the vessel ?” 

“That I will explain as soon as I have had an exami- 
nation of her,” replied Francisco, who had taken up the 
telescope, and was drawing out the tube. Francisco 
fixed the glass against the sill of the window, and ex- 
amined the vessel some time in silence. 

“Yes! by the living god! it is the Avenger, and no 
other,” exclaimed he, as he removed the telescope from 
his eye. 

“Eh?” cried Don Cumanos. 
“It is the pirate-vessel!—the Avenger !—I'll forfeit 
my life upon it! Don Cumanos, you must be prepared. 


Did they ever stay so long 


But how is that connected with 


board who know the coast well. The disappearance of | 
your two men convinces me that they sent up their | 
boats last night to reconnoitre, and have captured them. | 
Torture will extract the information which the pirates 
require ; and I have little doubt but that an attack will 
be made when they learn how much bullion there is, at 
present, on your premises.” 

“ You may be right,” replied Don Cumanos, thought- 
fully ; “that is, provided you are sure that it is the 
pirate vessel.” 

“Sure, Don Cumanos! I know every timber and 
plank in her; there is not a rope or a block hut I can 
recognise. At the distance of four miles, with such a 
glass as this, I can discover every little variety in her 
rigging, from other craft. I will swear to her,” repeated 
Francisco, once-more looking through the telescope. 

« And if they attack, Francisco?” 





one hundred persons, employed in the smelting houses, | 


of coming back before midnight, have not been heard of 








“We must defend ourselves; and, I trust, beat them 


| off. They will come in their boats, and at night. If 
| they were torun in in the schooner by daylight, and an- 
|chor abreast of us, we should have but a poor chance, 
But they little think that 1 am here, and that they are 
recognised. ‘They will attack this night, I rather think.” 

« And what do you then propose, Francisco?” 

That we should send all the females away to Don 
Teodoro’s—it is but five miles—and call the men to- 
gether, as soon as possible. We are strong enough to 
| beat them off, if we barricade the house. ‘They cannot 
jland more than from ninety to one hundred men, as 
| some must remain in charge of the schooner; and we 
lean muster quite as many. It may be as well to promise 
* men a reward if they do their duty.” 


« That is all right enongh; and the bullion we have 
| here——”’ 

“Here we had better let it remain; it will take too 
much time to remove it, and, besides, will weaken our 
force by the men who must be in charge of it. The out- 
houses must be abandoned, and every thing which is of 
consequence taken from them. Fire them they will, in 
all probability. At all events, we have plenty of time 
before us, if we begin at once.” 

« Well, Francisco, I shall make you commandant, and 
leave the arrangements to you, while I go and speak to 
Donna IJsidora. Send for the men and speak to them; 
promise them rewards; and act as if you were ordering 
upon your own responsibility.” 

“f trast I shall prove myself worthy of your confi- 
dence, sir,” rephed Francisco. 

“ Carambo!” exclaimed the old don, as he left the 
|room, “ but it is fortunate you are here. We might all 
have been murdered in our beds.” 

Francisco sent for the head men of the establishment, 
jand told them what he was convinced they would have 
| to expect; and he then explained to them his views. 
|The rest were all summoned; and Francisco pointed out 
'to them the little mercy they would receive if the pirates 
| were not repulsed, and the rewards which were promised 
by Don Cumanos if they did their duty. 
| Spaniards are individually brave, and, encouraged by 





| Franc isco, they agreed that they would defend the pro- 
perty to the last. 

| The house of Don Cumanos was well suited to resist 
an attack of this description, in which musketry only 
was expected to be employed. It was a long paral- 
jlelogram of stone walls, with a wooden veranda on the 
| first floor,—for it was only one story high. The win- 
| dows on the first story were more numerous, but at the 
basement there were but two, and no other opening but the 
| door in the whole line of building. 
| site architecture, between the Morisco and the Spanish. 
i If the lower part of the house, which was of stone, could 
| be secured from entrance, the assailants would, of course, 
ifight under a great disadvantage. ‘lhe windows below 
| were first secured, by piling a heavy mass of stones in 
| the interior of the rooms against them, rising to the ceil- 
ing from a base like the segment of a pyramid extending 


It was of a compo- 


| to the opposite side of the chamber; and every preparation 
was made for effectually barricading the door 
jnight. J,adders were then fixed to ascend to the veranda, 
j which was rendered musket-proof nearly as high as its 
jrailings, to protect the men. The Donna Isidora, and 
|the women of the establishment, were, in the afternoan, 
despatched to Don Teodoro’s; and, at the request of 


before 


I know that they have long talked of a visit to this quar- | Francisco, joined to the entreaties of Donna Isidora, Don 
ter, and anticipate great booty ; and they have those on | Cumanos was persuaded to accompany them. The Don 


called his men, and telling them that he left Francisco 
in command, expected them to do their duty; and then 
shaking hands with him, the cavalcade was soon lost in 
the woods behind the narrow meadows which skirted 
the river. 

There was no want of muskets and ammunition. Some 
were employed casting bullets, and others in examining 
the arms which had long been laid by. Before evening, 
all was ready; every man had received his arms and 
ammunition; the flints had been inspected: and Fran- 
cisco had time to pay more attention to the schooner, 
which had, during the day, increased her distance from 
the land, but was now again standing in for the shore. 
Half an hour before dusk, when within three miles, she 
wore round, and put her head to the offing. 

“They'll attack this night,” said Francisco: “I feek 
almost positive ; their yards and stay-tackles are up; alk 
ready for hoisting out the long-boat.” 
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«Let them come, sefor; we will give them a warm 
reception,” replied Diego, the second in authority. 

It was soon too dark to perceive the vessel. Francisco 
and Diego ordered every man, but five, into the house ; 
the door was firmly barricaded, and some large pieces 
of rock, which had been rolled into the passage, piled 
against it. Francisco then posted the five men down 
the banks of the river, at a hundred yards distant from 
each other, to give notice of the approach of the boats, 
It was about ten o’clock at night when Francisco and 
Diego descended the ladder, and went to examine their 
outposts, 

“Sejor,” said Diego, as he and Francisco stood on 
the bank of the river, “at what hour is it your idea that 
these villains will make their attempt?” 

“That is difficult to say. If the same captain com- 
mands them who did when I was on board of her, it will 
not be until after the moon is down, which wall not be 
till midnight; but should it be any other who is in au- 
thority, they will not be so prudent.” 

“Holy Virgin! sefior, were you ever on board of that 
vessel ?”” 

«“ Yes, Diego, I was, and for a long while too; but not 
with my own good will. Had I not been on board, I 
never should have recognised her.” 

«“ Very true, senor ; then we may thank the saints that 


, 


you have once been a pirate.’ 
«“T hope that I never was that, Diego,” replied Fran- 
cisco, smiling ; “but I have been a witness to dreadful 
proceedings on board of that vessel, at the remembrance 
of which, even now, my blood curdles.” 
To pass away the time, Francisco then detailed many 











came, it was only from the side of the veranda, at which 
not more than eight or ten men could be placed, that the 
enemy could be repulsed. Francisco, therefore, gave 
orders that as soon as some of the men had fired, they 
should retreat and load their muskets, to make room for 
others, 

When the pirates had advanced half way to the house, 
on the clear space between it and the out-buildings, 
Francisco gave the word to fire. The volley was an- 
swered by-another, and a shout from the pirates, who, 
with Hawkhurst and Cain at their head, now pressed 
on, but not until they had received a second discharge 
from the Spaniards, and the pirates had fired in return. 
As the Spaniards could not at first fire a volley of more 
than a dozen muskets at a time, their opponents imagin- 
ed their force to be much less than it really was. They 
now made other arrangements. ‘They spread ‘themselves 
in a semicircle in front of the veranda, and kept up a 
continued galling fire. This was returned by the party 
under Francisco for nearly a quarter of an hour; and, 
as all the muskets were now called into action, the pi- 
rates found out that they had a more formidable enemy 
to cope with than they had anticipated. 

It was now quite dark, and not a figure was to be 
distinguished, except by the momentary flashing of the 
fire-arms. Cain and Hawkhurst, leaving their men to 
continue the attack, had gained the house, and a posi- 
tion under the veranda. Examining the windows and 
door, there appeared but little chance of forcing an en- 
trance; but it immediately occurred to them, that under 
the veranda their men would not be exposed, and that 
they might. fire through the wooden floor of it upon those 





scenes of horror to Diego which he had witnessed when 
on board of the Avenger; and he was still in the middle} 
of a narrative when a musket was discharged by the 
farthermost sentinel. 

“ Hark, Diego!” 

Another, and another, nearer and nearer to them, 
gave the signal that the boats were close at hand. In a} 
few minutes the men all came in, announcing that the 
pirates were pulling up the stream in three boats, and 
were less than a quarter of a mile from the landing-place. 

« Diego, go to the house with these men, and see that 
all is ready,” said Francisco; “[ will wait here a little} 
longer: but do not fire till I come to you.” 

Diego and the men departed, and Francisco was left 
on the beach alone. 

In another minute the sound of the oars was plainly 
distinguished, Francisco's ears were directed to 
catch, if possible, the voices. “ Yes,” thought he, “ you 
come with the intention of murder and robbery ; but you 
will, through me, be disappointed.” As the boats ap- 
proached he heard the voice of Hawkhurst. The signal 
muskets fired, had told the pirates that they were disco- 
vered, and that, in all probability, they would meet with 
resistance ; silence was, therefore, no longer of any ad- 
vantage, 

“Oars! my lads—oars!” cried Hawkhurst. 

One boat ceased rowing, and soon afterwards the two 
others. The whole of them were now plainly seen by 
Francisco, at the distance of about one cable’s length 
from where he stood; and the clear still night carried 
the sound of their voices along the water. 

“ Here is a creek, sir,” said Hawkhurst, “leading up 
to those buildings. Would it not be better to land there, | 
as, if they are not occupied, they will prove a protection 
to us if we have a hard fight for it 7” 

«“ Very true, Hawkhurst,” replied a voice, which Fran- 
cisco immediately recognised to be that of Cain. 

“He is alive, then,” thought Francisco, “and_ his 
blood is not yet upon my hands.” 

“Give way, my lads!” cried Hawkhurst. 

The boats dashed up the creek, and Francisco hasten- 
ed back to the house. 

«“ Now, my lads,” said he, as he sprang up the ladder, 
“you must be resolute; we have to deal with desperate 
men. I have heard the voices of the captain and chief 
mate; so there is no doubt as to its being the pirate. 
The boats are up the creek, and will land behind the 
out-buildings. Haul up these ladders, and lay them fore 
and aft on the veranda; and do not fire without taking 
a good aim. Silence! my men—silence! Here they 


and 


come.” 
The pirates were now seen advancing from the out- 


above. Hawkhurst hastened away, and returned with 
about half the men, leaving the others to continue their 
attack as before. The advantage of this manceuvre was 
soon evident. ‘The musket-balls of the pirates pierced 
the planks, and wounded many of the Spaniards severe- 
ly; and Francisco was at last obliged to order his men 
to retreat into the house, and fire out of the windows. 

But even this warfare did not continue; for the sup- 
porting pillars of the veranda being of wood and very 
dry, they were set fire to by the pirates, Gradually the 
flames wound round them, and their forked tongues 
licked the balustrade. At last, the whole of the veranda 
was in flames. This was a great advantage to the attack- 
ing party, who could now distinguish the Spaniards with- 
out their being so clearly seen themselves. Many were 
killed and wounded. The smoke and heat became so in- 


But the smoke from below now cleared away, and the 
discharge of one or two muskets told Francisco that he 
was perceived by the enemy. 

“The roof is safe,” thought he, as he withdrew from 
the window; “and now I do not know whether the loss 
of the veranda may not prove a gain to us.” 

What were the intentions of the pirates it was diffi- 
cult to ascertain. For a time they left off firing, and 
Francisco returned to his comrades. Th® smoke had 
gradually cleared away, and they were able to resume 
their position above; but as the pirates did not fire, they, 
of course, could do nothing, as it was only by the flash. 
ing of the muskets that the enemy was to be distin- 
guished. No further attempts were made at the door or 
windows below; and Francisco in vain puzzled himself 
as to the intended plans of the assailants. 

Nearly half an hour of suspense passed away. Some 
of the Spaniards were of the opinion that they had re- 
treated to their boats and gone away, but Francisco 
knew them better. All he could do was to remain above, 
and occasionally look out to discover their motions, 
Diego, and one or two more, remained with him; the 
other men were kept below that they might be out of 
danger. 

“Holy Francis! but this has been a dreadful night, 
sefior; how many hours until daylight?” said Diego. 
“'T'wo hours at least, I should think,” replied Fran- 
cisco; “but the affair will be decided before that.” 
“The saints protect us! See, senor, are they not 
coming ?” 

Francisco looked through the gloom, in the direction 
of the out-buildings, and perceived a group of men ai- 
vancing. A few moments, and he could clearly make 
them out. 

“ Yes, truly, Diego; and they have made ladders, 
which they are carrying. They. intend to storm the win- 
dows. Call them all up; and now we must fight hard 
indeed.” 

The Spaniards hastened up and filled the room above, 
which had three windows in the front, looking towards 
the river, and which had been sheltered by the veranda 
«“ Shall we, fire now, sejior ?” 

“ No—no; do not fire till your muzzles are at their 
hearts. They cannot mount more than two at a time 
at each window. Recollect, my lads, that you must now 
fight hard, for your lives will not be spared; they will 
show no quarter and no mercy.” 

The ends of the rude ladders now made their appear- 
ance above the sill of each window. They had been 





tense in the upper story, that the men could no longer 
remain there; and, by the advice of Francisco, they re-| 
treated to the basement of the house. 

« What shall we do now, sefior?” said Diego, with a 
grave face. 

“Do?” replied Francisco; “they have burnt the ve- 
randa, that is all. The house will not take fire; it is of 
solid stone; the roof indeed may; but still here we are. 
I do not see that they are more advanced than they were 
before. As soon as the veranda has burnt down, we 
must return above, and commence firing again from the 
windows.” 

‘«Hark, sir! they are trying the door.” 

«“'They may try a long while; they should have tried 
the door while the veranda protected them from our 
sight. As soon as it is burnt we shall be able to drive 
them away from it. I will go up again and see how 
things are.” 

“No, sehor; it is of no use. Why expose yourself 
now that the flames are so bright?” 

“TI must go and sce if that is the case, Diego. Put 
all the wounded men in the north chamber; it will be 
the safest, and more out of the way.” 

Francisco ascended the stone staircase, and gained 
the upper story. The rooms were filled with smoke, and 
he could distinguish nothing. An occasional bullet 
whistled past him. He walked towards the windows, 
and sheltered himself behind the wall between them. 

The flames were not so violent, and the heat more 
bearable. {In a short time, a crash, and then another, 
told him that the veranda had fallen in. He looked 
through the window. The mass of lighted embers had 
fallen down in front of the house, and had, for a time, 
driven away the assailants. Nothing was left of the 


veranda but the burning ends of the joists fixed in the 
wall above the windows, and the still glowing remains 





buildings in strong force. In the direction in which they 


hastily, yet firmly, constructed ; and were nearly as wide 
as the windows. A loud cheer was followed by a simul- 
taneous mounting of the ladders. 

Francisco was at the centre window, when Hawkhurst 
made his appearance, sabre in hand. He struck aside a 
musket aimed at him, and the ball whizzed harmless 
over the broad water of the river. Another step, and he 
would have been in, when Francisco fired his pistol: 
the ball entered the left shoulder of Hawkhurst, and 
he dropped his hold. Before he could regain it, a Span- 
iard charged at him with his musket, and threw him 
back. He fell, bearing down with him one or two of his 
comrades, who had been following him up the ladder. 
Francisco felt as if the attack at that window was of 
little consequence after the fall of Hawkhurst, whoso 
voice he had recognised: and he hastened to the one on 
the left, as he had heard Cain encouraging his men in 
that direction. He was not wrong in his conjecture ; 
Cain was at the window, attempting to force an entrance, 
but was opposed by Diego and other resolute men. But 
the belt of the pirate-captain was full of pistols, and he 
had already fired three with effect. Diego and the two 
best men were wounded, and the others who opposed 
him were alarmed at his giant proportions. Francisco 
rushed to attack him; but what was the force of sa 
young a man against the herculean power of Cain? 
Still Francisco’s left hand was at the throat of the pi- 
rate, and the pistol was pointed in his right, when the 
flash of another pistol, fired by one who followed Cain, 
threw its momentary vivid light upon the features of 
Francisco, as he cried out, “ Blood for blood!” It was 
enough: the pirate captain uttered a yell of terror at the 
supposed supernatural appearance; and he fell from the 
ladder in a fit amongst the still burning embers of the 
veranda. 





of the posts which once supported it. 


The fall of their two chiefs, and the determined re- 
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sistance of the Spaniards, checked the impetuosity of 
the assailants. They hesitated; and they at last re- 
treated, bearing away with them their wounded. The 
Spaniards cheered, and, led by F rancisco, followed them 
down the ladders, and, in their turn, became the assail- 
ants. Still the pirates’ retreat was orderly: they fired, 
and retired rank behind rank successively. ‘They kept 
the Spaniards at bay, until they had arrived at the boats ; | 
when a charge was made, and a severe conflict ensued. 
But the pirates had lost too many men, and, without 
their commander, felt dispirited. Hawkhurst was still 
on his legs, and giving orders as coolly as ever. He 
espied Francisco, and rushing at him, while the two 
parties were opposed muzzle to muzzle, seized him by 
his collar and dragged him in among the pirates. “ Se- 
cure him at all events,” cried Hawkhurst, as they slowly 
retreated and gained the out-houses. Francisco was 
overpowered and hauled into one of the boats, all of 
which in a few minutes afterwards were pulling with all 
their might to escape from the muskets of the Spaniards, 
who followed the pirates by the banks of the river, an- 
noying them in their retreat. 


—>— 


CHAPTER XIV. 


THE MEETING. 


The pirates returned to their vessel discomfited. Those | thought of revenging the attack upon his life. 


lost for ever, increased with tenfold force ; and since that 
period, Cain had never been seen to smile. He became 
more gloomy, more ferocious than before, and the men 
trembled when he appeared on deck. 

The apparition of Francisco after so long an interval, | 
and in such an unexpected quarter of the globe, acted, | 
as we have before described, upon Cain. When he was | 
taken to the boat, he was still confused in his ideas ; and | 
it was not until they were nearly on board, that he per- | 
ceived that this young man was indeed at his side. He} 
could have fallen on his neck and kissed him ; for Fran- 
cisco had become to him a capture more prized than all 
the wealth of the Indies. But one pure, good feeling 
was still unextinguished in the bosom of Cain; stained 
with every crime—with his hands so deeply imbrued in 
blood—at enmity with all the rest of the world ;—that 
one feeling burnt bright and clear, and was not to be 
quenched. It might have proved a beacon-light to steer 
him back to repentance and to good works. | 

But there were other feelings which also crowded | 
upon the mind of the pirate-captain. He knew Fran-| 
cisco’s firmness and decision. By some inscrutable means, | 
which Cain considered as supernatural, Francisco had 
obtained the knowledge, and had accused him, of his 
mother’s death. Would not the affection which he felt 
for the young man be met with hatred and defiance ? 
He was but too sure that it would ; and then his gloomy, 
cruel disposition would reassume its influence, and he 
His as- 





| 





on board, who were prepared to hoist in-ingots of pre-| tonishment at the reappearance of Francisco was equally 
cious metal, had to receive nought but wounded men,! great, and he trembled at the sight of him as if he was 


and many of their comrades had remained dead on the) his accusing and condemning spirit. 
shore. ‘Their captain was melancholy and downcast. 


der from one fearful fancy to another, until he at last 


Hawkhurst was badly wounded, and obliged to be car-| summoned up resolution to send for him. 


ried below as soon as he came on board. The only 
capture which they had made was their former associate 


Francisco, who, by the last words spoken by Hawkhurst} mands of the captain. 


as he was supported to his cabin, was ordered to be put 
into irons. ‘The boats were hoisted in without noise, 
and a general gloom prevailed. All sail was then made 
upon the schooner, and, when the day dawned, she was 
seen by the Spaniards far away to the northward. 

The report was soon spread through the schooner that 
Francisco had been the cause of their defeat; and, al- 
though this was only a surmise, still, as they considered 
that, had he not recognised the vessel, the Spaniards 
would not have been prepared, they had good grounds 
for what had swelled into an assertion. He became, 
therefore, to many of them an object of bitter enmity, 
and they looked forward with pleasure to his destruc- 
tion, which his present confinement they considered but 
the precursor of. 

“ Hist! Massa Francisco!” said a low voice near to 
where Francisco sat on the chest. Francisco turned 
round and beheld the Krouman, his old friend. 

“ Ah! Pompey, are you all still on board?” said Fran- 
cisco. 

“All! no,” replied the man, shaking his head ; 
“some die—some get away—only four Kroumen left. 
Massa Francisco, how you come back again? Every 
body tink you dead. I say no, not dead—ab charm with 
him—ab book.” 

“If that was my charm, I have it still,” replied Fran- 
cisco, taking the Bible vut of his vest; for, strange to 
say, Francisco himself had a kind of superstition rela- 
tive to that Bible, and had put it into his bosom previ- 
ous to the attack made by the pirates. 

“Dat very good, Massa Francisco; den you quite 
safe. Here come Johnson—he very bad man. I go 
away.” 

In the mean time Cain had retired to his cabin with 
feelings scarcely to be analysed. He was in a bewilder- 
ment. Notwithstanding the wound he had received by 
the hand of Francisco, he would never have sanctioned 
Hawkhurst putting him on shore on a spot which pro- 
mised nothing but a lingering and miserable death. Irri- 
tated as he had been by the young man’s open defiance, 
he loved him, loved him much more than he was aware 
of himself; and when he had recovered sufficiently from 
his wound, and had been informed where Francisco had 
been sent on shore, he quarreled with Hawkhurst, and 
reproached him bitterly and sternly, in language which 
Hawkhurst never forgot or forgave. The vision of the 
starving lad haunted Cain, and rendered him miserable. 





A morose, dark man, whom Francisco had not seen 
when he was before in the schooner, obeyed the com- 
The irons were unlocked, and 
| Francisco was brought down into the cabin. ‘The cap- 
|tain rose and shut the door. 

“TI little thought to see you here, Francisco,” said 
Cain. 

«“ Probably not,” replied Francisco, boldly ; “ but you 
have me again in your power, and may now wreak your 
vengeance.” 

“T feel none, Francisco; nor would I have suffered 
you to have been put on shore as you were, had I known 
of it. Even now that our expedition has failed through 
your means, I feel no anger towards you, although I 
shall have some difficulty in preserving you from the 
enmity of others. Indeed, Francisco, 1 am glad to find 
that you are alive, and I have bitterly mourned your 
loss :” and Cain extended his hand. 

But Francisco folded his arms, and was silent. 

«“ Are you then so unforgiving?” said the captain ; 
“ you know that I tell the truth.” 

“TI believe that you state the truth, Captain Cain, for 
you are too bold to lie; and, as far as I am concerned, 
you have all the forgiveness you may wish: but I can- 
not take that nand—nor are our accounts still settled.” 

“ What would you more? Cannot we be friends 
again? I do not ask you to remain on board. You are 
free to go where you please. Come, Francisco, take my 
hand, and let us forget what is passed.” 

«The hand that is imbrued with my mother’s blood, 
perhaps!” exclaimed Francisco—* Never !” 

“Not so, by God!” exclaimed Cain. “ No, no; not 
quite so bad as that. In my mood I struck your mother, 
I grant it. I did not intend to injure her, but I did, and 
she died. I will not lie—that is the fact; and it is also 
the fact that I wept over her, Francisco, for I loved her 
asI do you. (It was a hasty, bitter blow, that,” conti- 
| ened Cain, soliloquising, with his hand to his forehead, 
and unconscious of Francisco’s presence at the moment. 
“ It made me what I am, for it made me reckless.) Fran- 
cisco,” said Cain, raising his head, «I was bad, but I 
was no pirate when your mother lived. There is a curse 
upon me; that which I love most I treat the worst. Of 
all the world, I loved your mother most—yet did she 
from me receive most injury, and at last I caysed her 
death. Next to your mother, whose memory I at once 
revere and love, and tremble when I think of—and each 
night does she appear to me—I have loved you, Fran- 
cisco—for you, like her, have an angel's feelings; yet 
have I treated you as ill. You thwarted me, and you 





His affection for him, now that he was, as he supposed, 





Thus did he wan-!| 


you were right, and it maddened me—your appeals by 
day—your mother’s in my dreams.” 


Francisco’s heart was softened: if not repentance, 
there was at least contrition. “Indeed, I pity you,” re- 
plied Francisco. 

“ You must do more, Francisco; you must be friends 
with me,” said Cain, again extending his hand. 

“TI cannot take that hand—it is too deeply dyed in 
blood,” replied Francisco. 

“ Well, well, so would have said your mother. But 
hear me, Francisco,” said Cain, lowering his voice to a 
whisper, lest he should be overheard—* I am tired of this 
life—perhaps sorry for what I have done—I wish to leave 
it—have wealth in plenty concealed where others know 
it not. Tell me, Francisco, shall we both quit this ves- 
sel, and live together happily, and without doing wrong? 
You shall share all, Francisco. Say, now, does that 


please * % 

“ Yes ; "Ht pleases me to hear that you will abandon 
your lawless life, Captain Cain: but share your wealth 
I cannot, for how has it been gained !” 

«It cannot be returned, Francisco; I will do good with 
(it. I will, indeed, Francisco. I—will—repent:” and 
again the hand was extended. 

Francisco hesitated. 

“TIT do—so help me God! I do repent, Francisco,” 
exclaimed the pirate-captain. 

« And I, as a Christian, do forgive you all,” replied 
| Francisco, taking the still extended hand. “May God 
| forgive you too!” 

“Amen!” replied the pirate, solemnly, covering his 
face up in his hands. 
| In this position he remained some minutes, Francisco 
watching him in silence. At last the face was uncover- 
|} ed, and, to the surprise of Francisco, a tear was on the 
|cheek of Cain, and his eyes suffused with moisture. 
| Francisco no longer waited for the hand to be extended ; 
|he walked up to the captain, and, taking him by the 
| hand, pressed it warmly. 
| God bless you, boy! God bless you!” said Cain; 
«“ but leave me now.” 
| Francisco returned on deck with a light and grateful 
|heart. His countenance at once told those who were 
| hear him that he was not condemned, and many who 
| dared not before take notice of, now saluted him. The 
| man who had taken him out of irons looked round; he 
} was a creature of Hawkhurst, and he knew not how to 
act. Francisco observed him, and, with a wave of his 
hand, ordered him to go below. ‘That Francisco was 
|} again in authority was instantly perceived; and the first 
| proof of it was, that the new second mate reported to 
him that there was a sail on the weather bow. 

Francisco took the glass to examine her. It was a 
large schooner under all sail. Not wishing that any one 
should enter the cabin but himself, he went down to the 
cabin door, and knocked before he entered, and reported 
the vessel. 

“ Thank you, Francisco; you must take Hawkhurst’s 
duty for the present—it shall not be for long; and fear 
not that I shall make another capture. I swear to you 
I will not, Francisco. But this schooner—I know very 
well what she is: she has been looking after us some 
time; and a week ago, Francisco, I was anxious to meet 
her, that I might shed more blood. Now I will do all I 
can to avoid her, and escape. I can do no more, Fran- 
cisco. I must not be taken.” 

« There I cannot blame you. To avoid her will be 
easy, I should think; the Avenger outsails every thing.”’ 

« Except, I believe, the Enterprise, which is a sister 
vessel. By heavens! it’s a fair match,” continued Cain, 
his feelings of combativeness returning for a moment; 
“and it will look like a craven to refuse the fight; but 
fear not, Francisco—I have promised you, and I shall 
keep my word.” 

Cain went on deck, and surveyed the vessel through 
the glass. 

« Yes, it must be her,” said he aloud, so as to be heard 
by the pirates; “she has been sent out by the admiral 
on purpose, full of his best men. What a pity we are 
so shorthanded !” 

«“ There’s enough of us, sir,” observed the boatswain. 

“ Yes,” replied Cain, “if there was any thing but 
hard blows to be got; but that is all, and I cannot spare 
more men. Ready, about!” continued he, walking aft. 
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were right. Had you been wrong I had not cared, but 





The Enterprise, for she was the vessel in pursuit, was 











i a 
+} ‘ 
tt 

me |e 
‘| F 
ig 

_ 

f t 

ik 

é 





| 





gO 


then about tive miles distant, steering for the Avenger, 
who was on a wind. As soon as the Avenger tacked, 
the Enterprise took in her topmast studding-sail, and 
hauled her wind. ‘This brought the Enterprise well on 
the weather-quarter of the Avenger, who now made all 
sail. ‘The pirates, who had had quite enough of fight- 
ing, and were not stimulated by the presence of Hawk- 
hurst, or the wishes of their captain, now showed as 
much anxiety to avoid as they usually did to seck a 


combat. 
At the first trial of sailing between the two schooners 


there was no perceptible difference; for half an hour 
they both continued on a wind, and, when Edward 
Templemore examined his sextant a second time, he 
could not perceive that he had gained upon the Avenger 
one cable’s length. 

«“ We will keep away half a point,” said Edward to 
his secondin command. “ We can afford thggeamd still 
hold the weather-gaze.” 

The Enterprise was kept away, and increased her 
speed: they neared the Avenger more than a quarter of 
a mile. 

“They are nearing us,” observed Francisco ; “we 
must keep away a point.” 

Away went the Avenger, and would have recovered 
her distance, but the Enterprise was again steered more 
off the wind. 

Thus did they continue altering their course until the 
studding-sails below and aloft were set by both, and the 
position of the schooners was changed; the Enterprise 
now being on the starboard instead of the larboard 
quarter of the Avenger. The relative distance between 
the two schooners was, however, nearly the same, that 
is, about three miles and a half from each other; and 
there was every prospect of a long and weary chase on 
the part of the Enterprise, who again kept away a point 
to near the Avenger. Both vessels were now running 
to the eastward, 

It was about an hour before dark that another sail 
hove in sight right ahead of the Avenger, and was 
clearly made out to be a frigate. The pirates were 
alarmed at this unfortunate circumstance, as there was| 
little doubt but that she would prove a British cruiser ; 
and, if not, they had equally reason to expect that she 
She had evidently per-| 





would assist in their capture. 
ceived the two schooners, and had made all sail, tacking 
every quarter of an hour so as to keep her relative po- 
sition. The Enterprise, who had also made out the 
frigate, to attract her attention, although not within range 
of the Avenger, commenced firing with her long gun. 

«“ This is rather awkward,” observed Cain. 

«“ Tt will be dark in less than an hour,” observed Fran- 
cisco; “and that is our only chance.” 

Cain reflected a minute, 

“ Get the long-gun ready, my lads!) We will return 
her fire, Francisco, and hoist American colours; that 
will puzzle the frigate at all events, and the night may 
do the rest.” 

The long-gun of the Avenger was ready. 

“T would not fire the long-gun,” observed Francisco ; 
«it will show our force, and will give no reason for our 
attempt to escape. Now, if we were to fire our broad- 
side guns, the difference of report between them and the 
one of large calibre fired by the other schooner, would 
induce them to think that we are an American vessel.” 

“ Very true,” replied Cain; “and as America is at 
peace with all the world, that our antagonist is a pirate. 
Ifold fast the long-gun, there! and unship the starboard 
ports. See that that ensign blows out clear.” 

The Avenger commenced firing an occasional gun 
from her broadside, the reports of which were -hardly to 
be heard by those on board of the frigate; while the 
Jong-gun of the Enterprise reverberated along the water, 
and its loud resonance was swept by the wind to the 
frigate to leeward. 


Such was the state of affairs when the sun sank down 
in the wave, and darkness obscured the vessels from 
each other’s sight, except with the assistance of the 
night-telescopes. 

«“ What do you propose to do, Captain Cain?” said 
Francisco. 

“TIT have made up my mind to do a bold thing. I 
will run down to the frigate as if for shelter; tell him 
that the other vessel is a pirate, and claim his protection. 





Leave me to escape afterwards; the moon will not rise 
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till nearly one o’clock.” 

“ That will be a bold ruse indeed; but suppose you 
are once under her broadside, and she suspects you ?” 

“Then [ will show her my heels. I should care no- 
thing for her and her broadside if the schooner was not 
here.” 

In an hour after dark, the Avenger was close to the 
frigate, having steered directly for her. She shortened 
sail gradually, as if she had few hands on board; and, 
keeping his men out of sight, Cain ran under the stern 
of the frigate. 

“ Schouner, ahoy ! What schooner is that ?” 

“ Eliza of Baltimore, from Carthagena,” replied Cain, 
rounding to under the lee of the man-of-war, and then 
continuing : “ That vessel in chase is a pirate. Shall I 
send a boat on board ?” 

“No; keep company with us.” 

“« Ay, ay, sir,” replied Cain. 

“ Hands, about ship!” now resounded with the boat- 
swain’s whistles on board of the frigate, and in a minute 
they were on the other tack. The Avenger also tacked 
and kept close under the frigate’s counter. 

In the mean time, Edward Templemore and those on 
board of the Enterprise, who by the course steered had 
gradually neared them, perceiving the motions of the 
two other vessels, were quite puzzled. At one time they 
thought they had made a mistake, and that it was not 
the pirate vessel; at another they surmised that the 
crew had mutinied and surrendered to the frigate. Ed- 
ward hauled his wind, and steered directly for them, to 
ascertain what the real facts were. The captain of the 
frigate, who had never lost sight of either vessel, was 
equally astonished at the boldness of the supposed pirate. 

“Surely the rascal does not intend to board us,” said 
he to the first-lieutenant. 

“There is no saying, sir; you know what a character 
he has: and some say there are three hundred men on 
board, which is equal to our ship’s company.” 

“ Or, perhaps, sir, he will pass to windward of us, 
and give us a broadside, and be off in the wind’s-eye 
again.” 

“At all events we will have a broadside ready for 
him,” replied the captain. “Clear away the starboard 
guns, and take out the tompions, Pipe starboard watch 
to quarters.” 

The Enterprise closed with the frigate to windward, 
intending to run round her stern and bring to on the 
same tack. 

“He does not shorten sail yet, sir,” said the first- 
lieutenant, as the schooner appeared skimming along 
about a cable’s length on their weather bow. 

« And she is full of men, sir,” said the master, look- 
ing at her through the night-glass, 

“ Fire a gun at her!” said the captain. 

Bang! ‘The smoke cleared away, and the schooner’s 
foretopsail, which she was in the act of clewing up, lay over 
her side. ‘The shot had struck the foremast of the En- 
terprise, and cut it in two below the cat-harpings. The 
Enterprise was, for the time, completely disabled. 

“Schooner, ahoy! What schooner is that ?” 

“ His majesty’s schooner Enterprise.” 

« Send a boat on board immediately.” 

“ Ay, ay, sir.” 

“Turn the hands up! Shorten sail !” 

The top-gallants and courses of the frigate were taken 
in, and the mainsail hove to the mast. 

“Signalman, whereabouts is that other schooner 
now 7” 

“The schooner, sir? On the quarter,” replied the 
signalman, who, with every body else on board, was so 
anxious about the Enterprise, that they had neglected 
to watch the motions of the supposed American. The 
man had replied at random, and he now jumped upon 
the signal-chests abaft to look for her. But she was not 
to be seen. Cain, who had watched all that passed be- 
tween the other two vessels, and had been prepated to 
slip off at a moment’s warning, as soon as the gun was 
fired at the other schooner, had wore round and made 
all sail on a wind. The night-glass discovered her half 
a mile astern; and the ruse was immediately perceived. 
The frigate filled and made sail, leaving Edward to 
return on board—for there Was no time to stop for the 
boat—tacked, and gave chase. But the Avenger was 
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soon in the wind’s-eye of her; and at daylight was no 
longer to be seen. 

In the mean time Edward Templemore had followed 
the frigate as soon as he could set sail on his vessel, jn- 
dignant at his treatment, and vowing that he would 
demand a court-martial. Aboutnoon the frigate rejoined 
him, when matters were fully explained. Annoyed as 
they all felt at not having captured the pirate, it was 
unanimously agreed, that by his audacity and coolness 
he deserved to escape. It was found that the mast of 
the Enterprise could be fished and scarfed, so as to enable 
her to continue her cruise. The carpenters of the frigate 
were sent on board; and in two days the injury was 
repaired, and Edward Templemore once more went in 
pursuit of the Avenger. 


—s— - 
CHAPTER XV. 
THE MISTAKE, 


The Avenger stood under a press of sail to the north- 
ward. She had left her pursuers far behind ; and there 
was not a speck on the horizon, when, on the second 
morning, Franéisco, who had resumed his berth in the 
captain’s cabin, went up on deck. Notwithstanding the 
request of Cain, Francisco refused to take any part in 
the command of the schooner, considering himself as 2 
passenger, or prisoner on parole. He had not been on 
deck but a few minutes, when he observed the two Span- 
ish fishermen belonging to the establishment of Don 
Cumanos conversing together forward. Their capture 
had quite escaped his memory, and he went forward to 
speak to them. Their surprise at seeing him was great, 
until Francisco informed them of what had passed. 
They then recounted what had occurred to them, and 
showed their thumbs, which had been put into screws to 
torture from them the truth. Francisco shuddered, but 
consoled them, promising that they should soon be at 
liberty, and return to their former master. 

As Francisco returned from forward, he found Hawk- 
hurst on the deck. Their eyes met and flashed in enmity. 
Hawkhurst was pale from loss of blood, and evidently 
suffering; but he had been informed of the apparent 
reconciliation between Francisco and the captain, and he 
could no longer remain in his bed. He knew, also, how 
the captain had avoided the combat with the Enterprise; 
and something told him that there was a revolution of 
feeling in more than in one point. Suffering as he was, 
he resolved to be a spectator of what passed, and to 
watch narrowly. For both Francisco and Cain he had 
imbibed a deadly hatred, and was watching for an op- 
portunity to wreak his revenge. At present they were 
too powerful ; but he felt that the time was coming whien 
he might be triumphant. 

Francisco passed Hawkhurst without speaking. 

“ You are at liberty again, I see,” observed Hawk- 
hurst with a sneer. 

“Tam not, at all events, indebted to you for it,” re- 
plied Francisco haughtily ; “ nor for my life either.” 

“ No, indeed ; but I believe that I am indebted to you 
for this bullet in my shoulder,” replied the mate. 

“ You are,” replied Francisco coolly. 

“And depend upon it the debt shall be repaid with 
usury.” - 

“ T have no doubt of it, if ever it is in your power; 
but I fear you not.” 

As Francisco made this reply, the captain came up 
the ladder. Hawkhurst turned away and walked forward. 

«“ There is mischief in that man, Francisco,” said the 
captain in an under tone; “I hardly know whom to 
trust; but he must be watched. He is tampering with 
the men, and has been for some time; not that it is of 
much consequence, if he does but renfain quiet for a 
little while. ‘The command of this vessel he is welcome 
to very soon; but if he attempts too early—” 

“I have those I can trust to,” replied Francisco. 
“« Let us go below.” 

Francisco sent for Pompey the Krouman, and gave 
him his directions in the presence of the captain. ‘That 
night, to the surprise of all, Hawkhurst kept his watch; 
and, notwithstanding the fatigue, appeared every day, to 
be rapidly recovering from his wound. 

Nothing occurred for several days, during which the 
Avenger still continued her course. What the captain's 




















